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T    O 


HIS        GRACE 


THE 


DUKE  OF  MANCHESTER. 


My  Lord   Duke, 

jr\T  a  period  when  the  welfare  of  this  Country 
may  demand  your  clofeft  attention,  and  an  ex- 
ertion of  every  ability,  I  cannot  but  feel  myfelf 
particularly  honoured  by  the  generous  fupport 
your  Grace  has  given  to  my  Work. — It  is  but 
feldom,  my  Lord,  that  we  behold  the  luftre  of 
public  duties  blended  with  an  attention  to  the 
lefler  interefts  of  fociety. 

An 
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An  able  Statefman,  a  real  Patriot,  or  a  General 
of  fuperior  talents  form  characters  which  may- 
excite  refpeft  and  admiration,  but  when  Juftice, 
Benevolence,  and  Humanity,  unite  with  reat 
abilities,  the  dignity  of  the  human  mind  fhi^es 
forth  with  redoubled  luftre.  In  an  age  which 
daily  produces  works  of  tafte  and  learning,  your 
Grace's  protection  has  given  me  fortitude  to  per- 
fevere  in  an  attempt  where  diffidence  of  fuccefs 
might  otherwife  have  checked  my  pen. — I  own 
myfelf  ambitious  tc)  excel,  and  have  realized 
my  higheft  wifhes,  in  your  Grace's  condefcend- 
ing  approbation. 

I  am,    my  Lord, 
Your  Grace's  moft  dutiful. 
And  moft  devoted. 

Humble  Servant, 

ELIZA    REEVES. 
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T    O 


HER         GRACE 


THE 


Duchess  of  Manchester. 


J|[  F  ever  condefcenfion  was  mifplac'd, 

On  humble  bards  by  judgment,  wit,  and  tafte  ; 

Ah  !    Deign  with  kind  indulgence  to  perufe, 

The  artlefs  numbers  of  an  infant  Mufe. 

O'er  each  dull  page  let  hood»wink'd  Juftice  fleep, 

A  nd  mercy  one  eternal  vigil  keep  : 


Never 


(     xviii     ) 
Never  can  kind  Compaffion  want  a  plea. 
Her  gentle  feelings  center  all  in  thee. 
If  that  the  lines  in  plaintive  meafures  move, 
They  flow  from  forrow,   friendfhip,  and  from  love  ; 
And  if  one  tedious  famenefs  tinge  the  whole ; 
'Tis,  that  of  all  one  paflion  is  the  foul. 
If  they  are  not  correel,   'tis  lefs  like  art. 
The  Mufe  fhould  fpeak  the  language  of  the  heart  i: 
Want  they  poetic  fire,  or  lofty  ftilc, 
ril  climb  ParnafluSj   if  you  deign  to  fmilc ; 
Exulting  bear  to  earth  Euterpe's  lyre, 
And  emulate  a  Itrain  you  may  admire. 


POEMS. 


POEMS. 


THE 


OWER     OF     GOLD. 


IVl^^MON— -defpotic  King-— how  great  thy  fway  ! 
Thy  nod  refiftlefs— all  Mankind  obey. 
Love,  Honour,  Friendfhip,  deaf  to  Virtue's  call, 
Before  thy  flirine,  with  rev'rcnce  proftrate  fall  ! 
Thy  glitt'ring  beam,  warms  the  pale  Coward's  heart, 
And  barbs,  with  deadly  ills,   the  Soldier's  dart. 
Great  Chymift  of  the  mind  !  thou  canfl:  tranfmute 
Nature's  pure  metal,    'till  it  forms  a  brute. 
Hail,  Tyrant  of  Mankind  !   behold  thy  train  ! 
Behold  the  emblems  of  thy  hellifh  reign  ! 
Around  thy  throne,   how  many  woes  attend  ; 
A  faith^efs  lover,   or  pretended  friend, 

B  The 
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The  breaking  heart  defert,  and  follow  thee  - 

Where  'ere  thou  lead'ft — nor  flirinks  at  infamy. 

Next  comes  the  Ruffian,  with  remorfelefs  hand, 

To  murder  nerv'd  by  thy  accurs'd  command. 

From  Hcav'n  outcaft,  from  Hell  tliy  birth  arofe. 

From  vvhofe  dark  womb,  each  human  mifery  flows. 

V/Jiole  kingdoms  wear  thy  fell-deftrudive  chain. 

And  Freedom's  Sons  become  a  fervile  train. 

Yet  boaft  not,   foe  to  man,  thy  baneful  force ; 

A  Povv'r,  yet  greater,  flops  thy  rapid  courfe. 

Death  fpurs   thofe  glitt'ring  baits  mankind  admire, 

And  Ipite  of  thee,  thy  fav'rite  fons  expire. 

In  vain  you  bribe,  the  awful  King  defies ! 

And  all  thy  fplendor  ends  in — HERE  HE  LIES] 


r  3  J 


ADVERSITY. 


A 


DVERSITY  !  fage  tutor  of  the  mind, 
Thou  beft  inftru6lor  of  the  human  heart, 
Before  thy  fhrine  with  awe  I  bend !  and  though 
Un fought  thy  all-terrific  form,  hard  thy 
LefTons,  and  fevere  thy  mien  ;  yet,  Oh  !  what 
Thy  benefits !  what  fure  rewards  await 
Thy  heav'n-fent  precepts !  To  thee  we  owe  the 
Honeft  medium,    through  which  we  view  the 
Imperfed  joys  of  human  life.     It  is 
Thy  friendly  microfcopic  pow'r  alone 
Explores  the  numerous  thorns  which  lie  concealed 
Beneath  its  purefl:  blefiings,   for  he  who 
Clafps  a  blefling,  clafps  a  woe.      Too  late  the 
Fatal  truth  we  own,  or  who  would  reft,   or 
Build,  upon  the  rotten  bafe  of  earthly 
Blifs  ?   Thy  meagre  fhape  no  gaudy  drap'ry 

B   2  Conceals 
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Conceals,   to  cheat  the  gazing  eye— but  thou, 

Like  modefl:  Virtue,   ftep'fl  afide,   and  fcorn'ft 
To  mingle  with  the  giddy  throng.      Few  are 
The  votarys  which  grace  her  train  or  thine, 
Though  boih  alike  the  common  friend  of  man. 

When  deaf  to  Virtue's  gentle  precepts,  the 
Heart,   fupinc,  lulled  by  the  fyrcn  voice 
Of  Eafe  and  Pleafure,  rich  libations 
Offer  at  their  crouded  fhrines  :    Thou,  her  bright 
Sifter  angel !   doft  appear,   {hake  the  proud 
Temple  to  its  trembling  bafe,  and  with  thy 
Sable  wand  put' ft  all  the  herd  of  wanton 
Priefts  to  flight,   and  to  the  fcatt'rinp-  winds  in 
Atoms  tear'ft  the  gaudy  veil  which  hid  their 
Black  deformity,   ftrik'ft  from  the  'nervate 
Hand  the  fafcinating  rofy  bowl,   and 
Call'ft  each  flumbering  virtue  back  to  life. 
Teaching  the  mind  fair  truth,   knowledge  of  worth 
Incftimabk,   and  value  far  'bove 

Mortal 
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Mortal  price.     But  while  kind  fortune  gaily 
Smiles,   and  highly  waves  her  purple  mantle 
Round,  caught  by  the  fplendid  fcene,  we  follow 
Pleafure's  foft  bewitching  voice  ;   while  the  broad 
Glittering  lliield  of  gay  Profperity, 
Repels  misfortunes   fharpeft  darts,   and  veils 
The  fuffering  wretch  from  Pleafure's  laughing 
Eye,  and  drowns  the  cry  of  fupplicating 
Woe,  bright  Reafon  calls  in  vain  !   fhe  ftarts,  and 
Flies  indignant  from  that  hcdious  fight, 

A  harden'd  human  heart.      Oh  Heav'n  !   fay  why 

Is  Wifdom  and  A  fflidion  one  ?   foft 

Pleafure's  mingl'd  hues  obfcure  bright  Virtue's  ray ; 

And  as  the  cheating  glow-worm  leads  by  night 

The  unwary  traveller  on  to  death 

And  defolation,   fo  ftrays  the  mind 

Forlorn,   when  fhe  forfakes  her  port.     While  our 

Flatt'ring  paffions  confpire  to  aid  the  '-' 

Fatal  error,   and  nought  but  thy  approach, 

Adversity,  can  break  the  fatal  fleep, 

And 
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And  guide  us  to  fome  lefs  deceiving,   though 

More  limited  pcrfpedlive. — All  hail  1   thou 

Friend  of  man,   ApveRsity  !   All  hail  !   thou 

Tcft  of  friendfhip,   and  thou  teft  of  love  !   thou 

Cool  unbias'd  judge  !   thou  fire  cclcft'al ! 

Which  tries  the  human  heart,   its  native  worth 

Affays,   and  alcertains  its  reditude, 

Or  bafe  alloy  ;   and  rich  reward  beftows, 

If  flcrling;  found.      Thou  art  the  friend  of  truth  ! 

Duty's  criterion,   and  the  guiding 

Star  of  foft  compaflion.      'Tis  by  thy 

Aid,   the  parent  eye  explores  the  ftrength  of 

Filial  love  I    parental  fondnefs  proves 

Its  force  as  woes  encreafe,  and  love  when  on 

Fair  Virtue  founded,   by  thee  aflailed, 

Difplays  its  heav'nly  effence  !  while  Friendfhip 

Owes  her  richcfl  honors  to  thy  hand.      Thine 

Is  her  facred,  favourite  hour  ! — when  no 

Gay  tinfcl  pomp  allures  the  eye — when   pale 

Difcafc  has  blighted  Nature's  bloom — when  the 


War 


m 
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Warm  fun  of  gay  Profpcrity  no  more 

Refplendent  fhines-— when  temporary  friends. 
The  tranfient  gaudy  infedls  of  a 
Summer  gale,   that  fport  and  flutter  in  the 
Beam  of  profp'rous  Life,  unpitying  fly, 
And  leave  the  fuff'ring  heart  to  figh  alone, 
And  range  at  large  the  rugged  wilds  of  woe : 
When  pale-eyed  Melancholy,   with  pangs 
Acute,  heaves  high  the  throbbing  heart — when  from 
Th'averted  eye  the  tear  of  woe  bedews 
The    pallid    cheek — when   clouds   o'ercafl:   the    fun 
Of  life's  bright  morn — when  pale  meagre  Want,   with 
Ghaftly  look,   ftrikes  terror  through  the  breafl:,  late 
Luird  upon  the  downy  lap  of  laughing 
Plenty — v/hen  dying  Friend's  quick  fhort'ning  fighs, 
Shake  Nature's  ftrongeft  nerve — when  long  painful 
Abfence  from  a  kindred  heart,   fpreads  a  dark 
Shade  o'er  the  once  fparkling  eye,   and  dims  each 
Gleam  of  joy,  ploughing  deep  furrows  on  the 
Once  fmooth  brow:  In  thefe  dread  hours, 'tii  Friendfliip*s 

Moft 
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Mofl  delightful  taflc,   to  cheer  with  radiant 
Beam  the  weeping  eye :    Her  penetrating 
Sight  explores  the  inmoft  chambers  of  the 
Soul  ;   the  fecret  grief  which  honeft  Pride  would 
Fain  conceal,   and  bares  with  tender  touch  the 
Fcflering  wound  ;   and  from  the  trembling  heart 
Extradls  the  barbed  fhaft,   which  rankled  there. 
Ea^er  (he  flics  to  fhare  or  wipe  the  tear 
Of  anguifh,   from  the  pallid,   woe-worn  cheek  : 
The  dulcet  mufic  of  her  voice  is,   to 
The  liftening  quicken'd  ear  of  painful 
Apprehenlion,   harmony   divine  ! 
Lulls  ev'ry  care  to  fleep,   and  to  the  heart, 
Long  harrafs'd  by  defpair,   fpeaks  hope  and  reft  : 
While  at  her  flde  her  foft-eyed  handmaid. 
Pity  waits ;   and  with  her  bright  help-mate,  auick 
Senfibility,   unafked,  beftow 

The  balmy  tear,   and  with  their  chearing  fmiles 
Irradiate  the  gloom  ;    nor  e're  infult 
The  humbled  heart,  Vv/ith  pride  low-minded,   or 

Illiberal 


(    9    ) 
Or  illiberal  fcornj  keen  reproach,  or 
Contumelious  foeer  :  Thefe  arc  thy  fweet, 
Thy  godlike  fruits,   Adverdty,   thou  kind 
Celeftial  maid ! 

Then  why  does  human  nature  fhrink  at  thy 

Approach,    fince  it  is  thou  alone  giv'ft  birth  to 

Fair  Smcerity  ?   To  Flatt'ry  thou 

Art  a  deadly  foe :   Thy  powerful  arm  tears 

Off  the  thin  difguife  which  veils  the  trcach'rous 

Selfifh  heart,   and  bares  the  envious  foul 

To  open  day  :   Safe  from  the  midnight  ftcel. 

Which  arms  the  ruffians  murd'rous  hand,   in 

Soft  fecurity  thy  children  fleep  ;   pale 

Envy,  even  from  thy  fhadow  flies,   and 

In  her  place  foft  Pity  reigns  triumphant. 

Without  thy  friendly  aid  grave  Schoolmen  teach, 

In  vain,  the  vanity  of  human  life, 

And  theory  of  Rcfignation, 

Wifdom  moll  divine  ! 

C  But 


[     ^o     ] 
But  by  thy  all-convincing  precepts  taught, 
Soon  we  reduce  to  pra6lice  all  their  rules 
Auftere  ;   our  boift'rous  paflions  all 
Are  tun'd  to  peace,   and  humbly  bend  to  heaven*s 
High  will.— Shall  man  then  dare  to  execrate 
Thy  power,  fmce  the  omnifcient  hand 
And  juft  gradations  of  Almighty 
Will,   diredls  thy  falutary  rod,  and 
Fits  mankind  for  endlefs  blifs  above  ? 


ODE  for  Lysander's  Birth  Day. 

RECITATIVE. 

w 

V  V  HILE  round  the  chcarful  board  with  feftive  mirth. 
Each  grateful  heart  falutes  the  happy   day 
Which  boafts  the  honor  of  Lyfandcr's  birth ; 
Tlie  lyre  of  fricndlhip  tunes  its  facred  lay.— 

A    I    R. 


[  u  ] 


A    I    R. 


Health  with  rofy  bloom  advance, 
Guiltlefs  joy  and  jocund    dance  : 
Love  lincere  thy  blifs  impart, 
Hafte  to  glad  Lyfander's  heart. 

II. 

Friendfhip   virtuous  !    unconfin'd, 
Shield  from  vice  his  liberal  mind  : 
Plenty  all  thy  bleffings  fhowV, 
Peace  and  honor  crown  each  hour. 

lU. 

Ev'ry  blefling  mortals  know, 
May  great  Jove  on  him  beftow ! 
Ev'ry  a6t  may  heav'n  approve, 
All  below  admire  and  love. 


RE  CITATI  VE. 


[  l^  ] 


RECITATIVE. 


The  mighty  Jove  !  indignant  heard  the  prayV, 
Jealous  a  mortal  (hould  the  mufe  employ  ; 
But  viewing  ftraight  the  wond'rous  youth  with  care, 
Nodded  affent,  and  promised  endlefs  joy. 


On     SOLITUDE. 


H 


AIL  Solitude  !  unenvy'd  path  to  Heav'n  ! 
Whofc  foothing  gloom,  whofe  peaceful  feats  were  giv'n' 
A  refuge  from  a  world  of  care  and  pain  : 
Thou  art  my  choice,  with  thee  would  I  remain. 
Though  no  high-beating  joys  poffefs  thy  fhade, 
No  heart-felt  ills  thy  facred  bounds  invade  : 
Pride,   vice  and  folly  fly  thy  hallow'd  fhrinc, 
While  innocence  and  calm  content  are  thine ! 

Expand 


[    13    3 
Expand  thine  arms  and  fnatch  me  to  thy  bread, 
Give  what  the  world  denies,   oh  !   give  me  reft ; 
Safe  in  thy  pure  embrace  my  woes  will  ceafe, 
And  all  my  future  days  fhall  fmile  in  peace* 

The  ADVICE  to  ALONZO. 


w. 


OULDST  thou,  my  friend, deferve  the  fmiles  of  fatej 
Wouldft  thou  be  happy  !  aim  not  to  be  great, 
Cuftom  defpife  whene'er  fhe  feeks  to   move 
Thy  foul  to  deeds  which  reafon  can't  approve. 
Seek  pleafure  only  thro'  fuch  paths  as  lead 
To  Virtue's  fane  !   there  may'ft  thou  ever  feed 
On  the  rich  banquet  of  pure  felf-applaufe, 
Nor  find  the  Goddefs  carelefs  of  thy  caufe. 
To  all  her  vot'ries  fhe  makes  rich  returns, 
If  round  her  fhrine  their  grateful  incenfe  burns. 

Fortune  condemn,    her  brighcft  gifts  difclaim. 
E'er  to  her  fmiles  you  facrifice  fair  fame  ; 

With 


With  wreat  if  worthlefs  men,  no  friendlliip  feek, 
Nor  tinge  with  fhamc  thy  yet  unblufhing  cheek. 
Conlult  with   reafon  on  each  great  defign,  1 

Refolve  with  care,  it  is  true  wifdom's  fign,  >* 

With  fpirit  execute,    the  prize  is  thine  !  j 

Where  modefl:  merit  pines  in  hopelefs  woe. 
There  fhare  thy  ftore,  thy  gen'rous  care  beilow  : 
Bid  not  alone  the  fainting  body  live, 
Nor  with  flern  looks  debafe  whatever  you  give : 
The  tear  of  Pity  proves  a  healing  balm. 
And  gentle  accents,  fharpeft  forrows  calm. 
If  Charity,  bright  attribute  of  heav'n  ! 
Dired  thy  fleps,  may  all  to  thee  be  giv'n 
That  youth,   that  beauty,  love  and  friendfhip  bring, 
And  honor  bear  thee  on  her  Eagle  wing  ! 
Far  from  each  danger,   may  thy  fate  decree 
The  path,  unerring  Wifdom  marks  for  thee. 


ODE 


[    15    ] 


ODE    to    SLEEP. 


RECITATIVE. 


C 


jOME,   gentle  Sleep!  thou  temporary  peace, 

And  calm  my  troubled  breaft  ; 
Where  pangs  unnumber'd,  ev'ry  hour  encreafe. 

And  leavel  no  hopes  of  reft. 
The  {ilent  hour  of  night  no  comfort  knows, 
Nor  breaks  the  morn  but  to  augment  my  woes* 

AIR. 

In  vain  you  touch  the  trembling  ftrings, 

With  fweet  Lydian  art  j 
In  vain  fofc  pleafure  fprcads  her  wings, 

To  chear  the  grief  worn   heart. 
In  vain  the  tabors  fprightly  found. 

The  mazy  dance  invite  : 
In  vain  bright  Phebus  beams  around, 

Still,  ftill,  'tis  dreary  night ! 


R  E  C  I- 


[     i6    ] 

RECITATIVE. 

Short  gleams  of  hope,  to  awful  fears  fuccecd, 

Come,  Morpheus,   calm  with  thy  friendly  powV; 

Without  thee,  night  does  but  afflidlion  feed, 
And  direful  horrors  fill  the  midnight  hour. 

A     I     R. 

Hufte  lingering  God,    my  pray'cr  attend, 

Thy  fable  mantle  fpread  ! 
Thy  magic  rod  a  moment  lend, 

With  poppies  bind  my  head, 

II. 

In   tranquil    flumber  drown  my  woes, 

Drive  phantoms  far   away : 
My  weeping  eyes  in  pity  clofe, 

Since  joy  has  fled  the  day, 

SOLIQUY, 


[     -7    ] 

SoLiLoq^UY,  on  being  awakened 
by  the  Tolling  of  a  Bell. 

jl\^  H  me !  what  awful  found  now  fudden  v/akes 

My  flumb'ring  fenfe  ?  Its  folemn  tone  proclaims 

Death's  fad  tremendous  vidlory — Hah  !   it 

Strikes  again — and  ftrikes  my  trembling  foul  with 

Full  conviction  of  its  certain  flight, 

To  that  tribunal,   where  it  muft  receive 

Its  juft  irrevocable  doom — Again  ! 

It  loud  proclaims  a  foul  releas'd  by  heav'n's 

Indulgent  call  from  mortal  woe.      Liflen, 

Ye  vain  !   ye  gay,  attend  the  friendly  voice 

Of  your  beit  monitor — the  voice  of  Death- — 

It  fpeaks  that  pleaflng  truth— that  all  must  die  ! 

Though  aweful,   pleafing  to  the  troubled  fouK 

Ah,  again  !   it  ftrikes  another  pang  throup"h 

The  furvivors  trembling  hearts.      Perhaps  the 

^  Parent, 


[     i8     ] 
Parent,  or  parental  friend,   has  ceas'd  to 
Cherilli  and  inftrud  the  unwary  mind, 
Mow  left  expofed  to  all  the  baleful 
Influence  of  a  guilty  world,  without 
A  guide,  or  careful  hand,   to  fnatch  it  from 
The  gaping  gulph  of  vice,  or  fhew  the  afp 
Which  lies  concealed  beneath  the  flowers. 
Which,   blooming,   decorate  its  flital  brink. 
Perhaps  Misfortune's  heir,  no  one  to  fhield 
Its  helplefs  age  from  chilling  Poverty's 
Ruder  grafp  ?  While  Infancy,   unmindful 
Of  its  mighty  lofs,   fports  fmiling  round  the 
Bier,   and  innocently  thinks  its  lifelefs 
Parent  fleeps  ;   and  nought  excites  its  wonder,. 
But  the  clay -cold  touch,   from  which  its  little 
Hand  fhrinks  back  appall'd— -or  elfe,  ah,  me  !  in 
The  heart-trying,   this  dark  afllidlive  hour. 
The  parent  mourns  his  difappointed  hope. 
Fond  airy  fancy,   form'd  of  fillial 
Aid ;   th'  apparent  fafeft  prop  of  feeble 


Age, 


[     19     ] 
Age,   which  dawning  Virtue  fair,  veiling  Death's 
Sharp  fcythe,  had  promised  to  the  parent  breail. 

What  fhrieks  of  horror !   Ah,  'tis  a  mother's 

Voice  !  Hark  !  in  frantic  agonies,  which  fhake 

The  bafe  of  piety  and  fenfe,   fhe  calls 

Her  child-— clofe  to  her  breaking  heart,  clafps  the 

Pale  lifelefs  form,   where  late  the  rofy  fmile 

Of  innocence,  triumphant  reign'd  on  the 

Dimpled  cheek  of  blooming  youth — Cold  he  lies ! 

No  more  his  heav'n  illumin'd  eye,  refleds 

The  fond,  the  raptured  parent's  look  of 

Love  ineffable  !   That  cheek,  where  late  the 

Rofe  in  native  beauty  glow'd,   Death's  icy 

Breath  bedews !   Oh  Fortune !   Life  !   how  falfe  thy 

Promifes !   thy  gifts,   how  few  !  how  infecure  ! 

Each  hour  pale  Difappointment  fmiles  at  thy 

DeluUve  joys,  fwift  as  the  morning  cloud 

They  pafs  away  ;   glitter,  and  difappcar. 

Like  early  dew. 

*  Perhaps 


L    ^0    ] 

Perhaps  lie  flceps  ?   Ah,  no  !   he  is  gone  !  for 
Ever  gone  ! — flie  raves  !   her  mournful  plaints  flirill 
Vibrate  on  my  car,  fpeak  all  her  pangs,   and 
Pierce  my  fympathifing  heart.      While  eacli  wild 
Fpeechlefs  agony — contraded  brow,  and 
Eye-balls  lixt  upon  the  cloiing  lid,   love, 
Grief,  and  horror,  utter  above  the  reach 
Of  v/ords,  'till  grown  too  mighty  for  her  breaft, 
Ano;uifh  burfts  forth  indio;nant- — He's  Q-one  !   fiie 
Cries,  torn  in  the  bloom  of  youth,   from  each  fond- 
Careful  heart,   from  each  delighted,  gazing 
Eye— Stop  !   ftay,  ye  fable  minifters  of 
Death's   flow  pageantry— Oh,  fiay  !   flay,  while  1 
Snatch  one  look,   one  laft  embrace,   e'er  yet  you 
Tear  the  lovely  ruin  from  thefe  eyes  for 
Ever,  and  make  the  dark,  the  clay-cold  grave,. 
Supply  the  warm  embraces  of  a  mother's 
Arms !— But,  ah  !   they  hear  her  not  :    Daily  to 
Scenes  of  woe  inur'd,   their  adamantine 
Hearts  are  fteel'd  to  foft  compaffion's  pica*'' 

Unmov'd, 


[  ^I  ] 

Unmov'd,  they  bear  her  treafure  ofF!  flie  calls 

In  vam-— fpeech  dies  upon  her  faultering  tongue— 

Her  beating  heart  at  once  lies  jftill— flie  faints  ! 

Blejft  interval !   kind  paufe  from  mifery  ! 

A  fliort  fufpenfion  from  fuch  pangs  as 

Time,   that  powerful  lenetivc,  alone  can 

Cure. 

Or  the  grim  Tyrant — deaf,  regardlefs  of 

A  fond  Lover's  prayer,   perhaps  enfolds 

Within  his  icy  arms,  with  greedy  grafp, 

A  form,  late  glowing  with  fair  health,   and  where 

Each  grace  fhone  forth  with  luftre  heavenly 

Bright !   and  beauty  reign'd  with  fv/ay  unrivall  d  ! 

Where  the  foft  modcPc  eye,   with  confcious 

Virtue  beaming,   told  her  boundlefs,  blamclefs 

Love  !   no  more  fhc  hears  his  ardent  vows  of 

Everlafting  truth,   or  flatters  with  her 

Smiles,   a  lover's  fondeft  hopes !   his  fighs  no 

More  arc  heard  ! — celeftial  joys  alone 

Engage  her  mounting  foul  !   her  native  heav'n 

Demands 


[       22       ] 

Demands  its  own,  and  weds  her  fpotlefs  heart 
To  cverlafting  blifs,   which  it  beheld 
Too  tender  to  have  borne  the  ruder  force 
Of  advcrlc  life's  tumultuous  waves. 

But,  ah  I    what  words  can  paint,  or  thought  conceive, 
The  pangs  which  rend  the  widow 'd  breafl:  ?    transfixt, 
She  ftands  the  ima^^c  of  defoair  !    while  to 
Her  trembling  knees  her  weeping  infants  cling, 
As  if  already  confcious  of  her 
Sole  fupport  ; — from  heart  to  heart  fwiftly  the 
Sad  contagion  flies,   for  genuine  grief 
Contaminates  ;   domeftic  order  fled  ; 
Confufion  reigns  in  every  face  ; 
While  tears  fill  every  late  attentive 
Eye.      Mute,  round  the  chamber  of  defpair,  they 
Wait  at  awful  difcance,    and,  filent,  o'er 
The  lovely  mourner,  watch  •    but  fad,  fevere, 
Remenib'rance  foon  recals  her  torpid  fenfc 
To  feelings  mod  acute,  and  points  each  pang 

Anew. 


[    23    ] 
Anew.      Where  now  the  kind  protedor  of 
Her  fame,  her  welfare,  and  her  joys  ?  who  now 
Shall  fhield  her  from  the  Oppreflbr's  hand,  and 
Guide  her  helplefs  orphans  infant  fteps  ?  that 
Heart,  which  all  her  little  arts  to  pleafe,   fo 
Late  delighted,    now  no  longer  beats  to 
Joys  connubial  ;   the  pure  untainted 
Blifs  of  wedded  love.      Thofe  lips,  whofe  gentle 
Accents  footh'd  each  anxious  hour,   are  clos'd 
For  ever  !   Thofe  eyes  v/hich  fparkled  on  their 
Bridal  morn  with  joy  cxtatic,   are  veil  d 
By  Death's  impervious  night.  — That  voice  whofe 
Magic  found,   thrilTd  all  her  foul  with  joy,   no 
Longer  greets  her  liftening  ear ;    but  ah  !: 
Where  now  the  hand,   v;hich  earned  for  her  and 
For  her  infants  bread?   Languid  and  cold  it 
Lies,   nor  can  her  eager  grafp  and  fcalding 
Tears,  reftore  the  flacken'd  nerves  elaftic 
Pov/'r. — Stretched  by  her  yet  lov'd  Lord  fhe  lies,   nor 
Will  refign  him  to  his  laft  abode  j   her 

Widow* 


[       24       ] 

Widow'd  bed  the  tomb  of  all  her  joys,   flie 

Views  with  frantic  eye— and  wearies  heaven 

With  fruitlefs  pray'rs-^-half  excerations 

Mingled  with  each  figh,   till  quite  exhaufted 

Nature  claims  her  fway ;   her  gentle  fpirits 

Sink  beneath  its  pow'r.     Nor  long  her  bofom 

Such  fharp  pangs  endures,  the  chain  once  broke  which 

Bound  two  kindred  hearts — the  folitary 

Mate  not  long  fuftains  the  painful  abfence. 

Kind  heav'n  beckons  to  the  blefl:  abode,   and 

Re-unites  them  in  eternal  blifs!   no 

More  to  dread  nor  feel  the  worfl:  of  human 

Ills,   the  afflidlive  parting  pang. 


The      C     H     A     P     L     E     T. 


w 


HILE  bees  fips  ne6lar  from  the  rofe, 
And  Zephyrs  court  my  fwain's  repofe, 


Beneath 


[     25     ] 

Beneath  the  woodbine  fhade  ; 
ril  twine  a  Chaplet  for  his  brows, 
Of  ev'ry  lovely  flow'r  that  grows, 

By  nature  fragrant  made. 

The  myrtle's  never-fading  green. 
With  laurel  wove  each  branch  between. 

My  lafting  truth  Ihall  prove  : 
While  jefs'min's  virgin  whitenefs  fliows. 
How  pure  the  fource  from  whence  it  flows, 

And  paints  my  fpotlefs  love. 

Sleep  on,  lov'd  youth,  while  I  prepare 
This  wreath,  to  bind  thy  flowing  hair 

In  nature's  lovely  band  : 
So  may  our  hearts  united  be. 
If  fo  much  blifs  is  meant  for  mc. 

When  I  receive  thy  hand. 


On 


[    *6    ] 


On       HOP     E. 


o 


'FFSPRING  of  heav'n  !  thou  faithful  friend  of  man  ! 
In  pitv,   when  creation  firft  began, 
By  the  all-bounteous  hand  was't  given, 
To  fmooth  our  paflage  to  the  plains  o[  heav*n  ! 
All  hailj  thou  fun  of  human  life  !   bright  ray  ! 
Which  kindly  guides  us  thro'  the  dreary  way  ; 
Where  woe,  the  native  lot  of  all  mankind, 
In  dreadful  fhapes,  affail  the  firmeft  mind. 

Suftain'd  by  thee,  we  refolutely  bear 
The  worfl:  of  ills,  and  triumph  o'er  difpair  : 
Onward  we  chearful  bound,    nor  look  behind, 
Like  fearful  infants,   on  whofe  dudile  mind. 
The  tale  imprefs'd  of  horrid  fpedres  near, 
In  fhadows  fee  a  train  of  ghofts  appear. 
While  labouring  thro'  life's  devious  way. 
Thy  foothing  voice  beguiles  the  ling'ring  day  ; 

Some 


t    *7    ] 
Some  fair  pcrfpe^live  opens  to  our  view, 
By  thee  ftill  ftrengthen'd  we  the  toil  renew  ; 
The  pris'ners  chain  grows  flack,  awhile  he  is  free. 
No  ftate  fo  wretched  but  finds  eafe  with  thee. 

Thro'  dark  damp  cells  thy  chearing  rays  are  fpread, 
And  comfort  gives  to  poverty's  bleak  fhed : 
Thy  friendly  prefence  breaks  the  wintry  gloom. 
And  paints  the  pallid  cheek  with  rofy  bloom  ; 
Converts  to  down  the  fick  man's  irkfome  bed, 
And  fmooths  the  pillow  for  his  aking  head. 
No  change  of  fortune  drives  thee  from  thy  poft, 
Thy  anchor  parts  not,  though  the  veffel's  toft : 
V/hile  burfting  clouds  fair  nature's  face  deform, 
You  brave  the  thunder,  and  outride  the  ftorm. 
Unlike  the  world,  from  gilded  dormes  you  fly. 
Nor  friendly  vifits  to  low  roofs  deny  ; 
Where  oft  high  worth  and  fuff'ring  virtue  pine 
In  black  defpair,   'till  rous'd  by  Hope  divine  ! 

E  2  Oh, 


[       28       ] 

oh,  godlike  herald  of  eternal  reft  ! 
Thou  faifhfiil  inmate  of  the  throbbing  breaft ! 
Oh,  leave  me  not,  flill  grant  thy  tender  care, 
Dire<5l  my  ftcps  to  heav'n,   nor  quit  me  there. 

On  hearing  the  Rev.  Mn  Wheatley's 
Lectures  upon  Rhetoric. 

iTTi AIL  Rhetoric  !   hcavxn-born  art,   all  hail ! 

I  bend  before  thy  fluinc  ; 
O'er  ev'ry  heart,  thy  god-like  pow'rs  prevail, 

With  influence  divine  ! 
Vice  trembling  falls  beneath  thy  honcft  force,^ 

And  owns  fair  Virtue's  charms  ; 
While  Charity,   awaken'd  by  thy  voice, 

The  coldefl:  bofom  warms. 
Perifh  the  tongue  that  dares  profane  thy  laws, 

Which  heav'n  in  pity  gave, 
To  plead  on  earth  the  fufFering  wTetches  caufe, 

And  temp  rally  to  fave. 

Virgirs 


1  J.'.M.c'iii- 


(        29        ) 

Virgirs  fam'd  hero  all  our  wonder  moves, 

By  thee  great  Wh — y's  fung ; 
Frefli  beauties  fpring  in  Eden's  happy  groves, 

From  thy  emphatic  tongue. 
Man's  guiltlefs  ftate  and  blifs,  when  told  by  you, 

Our  flumb'ring  faith  revives ; 
And  each  fair  fcene  the  wond'rous  Milton  drew, 

In  thy  juft  accent  lives  : 
Fam'd  Spencer's  labour'd  allegoric  lays, 

Thy  genius  renders  clear, 
Each  period  crowns  the  Poet's  urn  with  bays. 

And  claims  th'attentive  ear. 
Could  Catiline  arife  from  earth's  recefs, 

To  wait  Rome's  dread  decree  : 
His  guilty  foul,  affrighted,   would  confefs, 

Her  Cicero  in  thee. 

L  E    S   B   I   A.        ^^-' 

X  N   Leftia's  form  no  beauties  fliine. 
The  Lover's  heart  to  bind  ; 

t 

Yet  Lefbia  boafts  of  charms  divine  ! 
The  graces  of  the  mind. 


Love, 


[    so    ] 
Love,   virtue,   friendfliip,  there  refide, 

Whofe  pow'r  can  nc'.er  decay  ; 

While  beauty,  /in  its/  higheft  pride', 

But  blooms  and  dies  away. 

,»JOV 

To  Captain  Sir  Hyde  Parker^ 

Commander  of  his  .NJajefty's   fhip    Phoenix, 

W  HILE  Albion's  grateful  fons  await  the  day. 
The  well  earn'd  tribute  of  applaufe  to  pay  ; 
The  raptur'd  Mufe  on  fwifter  wings  muft  foar, 
To  hail  her  hero  on  the  hoftile  fhore ; 
Nor  winds,  nor  waves,  reftrain  her  rapid  wing ; 
Louder  than  both,   thy  praife  Ihe  flies  to  flng  ! 
In  founds  heroic,  each  bold  deed  difplay'd, 
The  foe  fhall  wonder,   and  fhrink  back  difmay'd, 
Not  fam'd  ^neas,  when  the  frantic  dame 
His  fleet  devoted  to  the  vengeful  flame. 

More 
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More  dauntlcfs  bravM  the  angry  Juno's  hate, 

Than  thou  the  raging  battle's  doubtful  fate. 

When  hoftile  fires  did  thy  fair  bark  furround, 

And  death  or  conqueft  hung  fufpended  round  ; 

Thy  god-like  courage  fir'd  thy  hardy  crew, 

They  fought  for  Albion,   and  they  fought  for  you. 

Secure  alike  of  Albion's  thanks  and  thine, 

Whofe  gen'rous  voice  did  ne'er  their  praife  confine. 

Propitious !   in  her  car,  Bellona  came. 

Thy  Phoenix  rofe  ftill  brighter  thro'  the  flamef^^"'-'^ 

Rude  Neptune  fmil'd,  and  ftill'd  the  raging  fea, 

And  Mars  confefs'd  his  fav'rite  fon  in  thee ! 

So  flood  the  Goddefs   born  in  that  dread  hour. 

When  the  blue  light'ning,  and  the  thunders  roar, 

Hurl'd  deflrudion  on  the  Hero's  head. 

And  every  human  aid  and  hope  feem'd  fled. 

Go  on,   brave  Hyde  !   each  hoftile  band  difarm, 

And  may  the  Gods,  with  ev'.y  potent  charm. 

Circle  thy  brow,   fecure  from  death  or  harm  : 


Whofe 


[    3^    ] 
Whofe  boundlcfs  courage  knew  no  felfifli  laws. 

When  rous'd  in  Brunfvvick  and  Britannia's  caufe. 

Guard  Emprefs  of  the  fea  thy  godlike  fon  ! 

Long  let  him  wear  the  laurels  bravely  won. 

May  Liberty  her.facred  ardor  lend, 

Achilles'  fhield  thy  gen'rous  breaft  defend, 

And  Vicl'ry  ftill  upon  thv  fteps  attend, 

While  Britifh  annals  fhall  record  thy  fame, 

And  future  hero's  glow  at  Parker's  name ! 

Domeftic  joys  (hall  thy  foft  moments  crown, 

And  virtue's  facred  fruits  be  all  thy  own. 


ODE. 


A 


T  dawn  of  day  where  Phoebus  bright ! 

Salutes  the  hills  around  : 
The  feather'd  race  thro'out  the  grove, 
Awake  their  mates  with  fongs  of  love, 

And  fleecy  lambkin  bound. 


1 

i 
J 


IL  All 


I     33    ] 

II. 

All  nature  hails  returning  day ! 

The  lark  on  mounting  wing : 
While  op'ning  flow'rs  perfume  the  gale, 
Embroidering  all  the  verdant  vale, 

And  marks  the  approach  of  fpring. 

Ill 

But  man  of  all  the  mortal  race, 

Awakes  to  toil  and  woe. 
Contending  wifhes  rack  Lis  mind, 
In  vain  he  feeks  that  peace  to  find, 

Which  humbler  beings  know. 

IV. 

Say  what's  the  caufe  of  all  our  ills. 

While  man  heav'n's  care  employs  ? 
'Tis  pride  and  fell  ambition's  pow'r, 
Difturbs  his  peace,  corrodes  each  hour, 
And  human  blifs  deftroys. 


ExTEMPOREl» 
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Extempore,  on  hearing  that  the  French  King 
had  given  Capt,  Windsor  his^ Sword  and 
Parole  to  attend  Admiral  Keppel's  Trial.  , 

VV  HEN  Gallia's  King,   Britannia's  foe, 

Was  told  brave  Keppel's  fate  ; 
See  him  with  gen'rous  anger  glow, 

And  rife  fupremclv  preat ! 
*^  Brave  Windfor  go,   thy  fword  receive. 

To  Britain  hafte  thy  way, 
Thy  brave,   thy  injured  friend  relieve. 

Let  fhame  his  foes  repay ; 
Let  thy  firm  foul  no  intereft  bind, 

To  fail  a  noble  caufe  ; 
No  country  claims  a  gen'rous  mind, 

No  foe  with-holds  applaufe. 
Be  thine  the  deed  to  burft  the  cloud. 

Which  veils  the  hero's  fame. 

While  Gallia  mourns  his  wrongs  aloud, 

And  trembles  at  his  name." 

Aii 
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An  Invocation  to  Truth. 

V_><OME,  white-robed  Truth,   celeftial  maid  ! 

And  here  thy  heavenly  influence  fhed, 
No  more  fhall  errors  dark,  the  foul  invade, 

O'er  which  thy  all  radiant  fliield  is  fpread, 

II. 

Far  from  thy  bleft  abode  fliall  falfhood  fly, 
And  with  reludant  fteps  to  hell  retire  ; 

While  light  from  thee,  fhall  beam  on  ev'ry  eye, 
And  warm  each  bofom  with  feraphic  fire ! 

III. 

Daughter  of  God  !   oh  hafte,  angelic  fair  ! 

And  lead  me  fafe  thro'  life's  uncertain  way, 
Its  numVous  ills  inftrudl  me  calm  to  bear. 

And  guide  my  foul  to  heav'n's  unclouded  day. 

F  2  Para- 
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PARAPHRASEjOnPartofthe  119th 
Psalm,  73d  Verfe. 

Jl^  ORM'D  by  thy  hand,  Lord  !   give  me  grace 

To  keep  thy  facrcd  word ! 
So  fliall  all  they  who  feek  thy  face, 

Approve  with  one  accord. 

II. 

Oh  God  !   thy  judgments  are  moft  juft, 

Tho'  fore  they  wound  the  heart : 
Comfort  thou  giv'ft  to  thofe  who  truft^ 

Nor  from  thy  laws  depart. 

III. 

With  rev'rence  thy  commands  I  view^ 

They  fill  my  foul  with  joy  ; 
In  vain  the  proud  my  fteps  purfue. 

Thy  laws  my  thoughts  employ. 

Sweet 
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Sweet  is  the  converfe  which  I  tafte, 

With  thofe  who  own  thy  fway ; 
Oh !  keep  my  faith  for  ever  faft, 
And  guide  me  in  thy  way. 

The    Admonition* 

Lorenzo!  heedlefs,  erring  youth,  attend, 
Nor  fpurn  the  dictates  of  a  faithful  friend ; 
Hear  Virtue's  voice,   revere  her  facred  form  ! 
Obey  her  precepts,   what  ihe  bids,  perform  ! 
With  heedful  fteps,   be  careful  left  you  ftray 
Thro'  paths,  where  guilty  pleafures  lead  the  way ; 
Ah  !   fly  thofe  myrtle  groves  and  rofy  bow'rs. 
Which  fancy  decks  with  fvveet  bewitching  flow'rs ; 
Where  fyren  pleafure  feems  for  thee  to  wear 
Eternal  fmiles,  and  leaves  no  room  for  care. 
Beneath  their  fweets  the  fnake  in  ambufli  lies, 
And  wounds,  unfeen,  by  man's  deluded  eyes. 


Gay 
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Guy  fcenes  of  folly  e^ger  wc  purfue, 
Blind  to  tliofc  ills  that  terminate  the  view. 
For  this,  unthinking  youth  all  arts  employ, 
Tho'  keen  rcmorfe  fucceeds  to  guilty  joy. 

But  from  fair  Virtue  !  blifs  unclouded  fprings, 
She  bears  the  fmiling  hours  on  purple  wings ; 
Her  pow'rful  fliield  from  fatal  ills  defend, 
And  rofy  health  her  peaceful  ftcps  attend  ; 
No  gloomy  thoughts  difturb  the  tranquil  night, 
But  from  reflection  rifes  new  delight ; 
No  longer  then  thy  native  worth  conceal, 
Nor  let  deceitful  joys,   true  bleffings  fteal, 
Thofe  clouds  which  veil  thy  inborn  virtue  chace, 
And  prove  thy  heart  as  faultlefs  as  thy  face. 
Pleafure,  when  reafon  guides,  true  joys  impart, 
While  woes  unnumber'd  wring  the  vicious  heart  ; 
Then  Vice,  with  all  her  train  of  ills,  difmifs, 
From  Virtue,  only  hope  for  real  blifs  : 


^e 
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She  adds  new  charms,  enliv^ens  ev'ry  grace. 

While  Vice  can  e'en  ang-elic  forms  debafe  : 
Give  then  my  anxious  heart  the  joy  to  fee. 
The  friend  I  love  feek  true  felicity. 

To  Mr.  Marriot,  on  his  Return  from  India, 
after  an  Abfence  of  nineteen  Years. 


ELCOME  !   thrice  welcome,   to  thy  native  fliore. 

Where  kindred  hearts  thy  abfence  long  dcplor'd^. 
With  painful  doubts  and. fears  they  beat  no  more, 

The  hufband,  brother,,  friend,  at  length  reftord. 
Each  word,  each  look,   each  eager  ad*  proclaim 

The  joyful  tumult  in  their  raptur'd  hearts ! 
Each  voice  incefTant  hails  thy  much-lov'd  name, 

Such  gen'ral  joy  the  long-fought  blifs  imparts ! 

But  ceafe,  my  Mufe,  nor  vainly  flrive  to  paint, 
■    The  rapt'rous  tide  that  fwells  Maria's  breaft  ! 
Tho'  great  the  pow'r  of  verfc,    'tis  here  too  faint, 
For  joy  like  her's,  no  language  e'er  expreft  ! 


'Tis 
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'Tis  thou  alone  can  juftly  prize  her  truth, 

Whofe  heart,   thro'  long,  long  years  ftill  beat  to  thee  ; 
O'er  time,   o'er  ablence,  ftill  the  vows  of  youth 

Triumphant  reign'd— Oh  matchlefs  conftancy  ! 
A  faith  fo  rare  in  this  abandoned  age, 

When  nuptial  vows  are  grown  a  ftanding  jeft, 
And  gold  or  vice  the  female  heart  engage, 

With  pureft  love,   fure  merits  to  be  bleft ! 

Henceforth  may  health  and  friendfhip  both  unite, 

To  crown  with  lafting  peace  thy  formicr  toils  j 
Wealth  without  thefe,  is  barren  of  delight, 

They  gild  the  brow  of  age  with  youthfuLfmiles. 
In  peace  and  comfort  may  you  long  enjoy. 

The  praife  which  virtuous  adlions  claim  ; 
For  Envy's  baleful  breath  can  ne'er  deftroy, 

That  brighteft  gem*  you've  brought — a  fpotlefs  name. 


*  Mr.  Murriot  brought  his  fortune  home  in  diamonds. 


Paraphrase 
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Paraphrase  on  Part  of  the  24th 

Psalm. 

X    HE  King  of  Glory  comes !  ye  gates,  expand  ! 
Doors  of  immortal  frame  your  portals  rear ! 
The  King  of  Glory  comes  !  whofe  mighty  hand, 
Angels  obey!  and  all  the  nations  fear! 

Jehova  comes  1  the  mighty  God  of  war ; 

Whofe  ftrcngth  in  battle  hurls  th' avenging  fteel ; 
Myriads  of  Cherubs  bear  his  radiant  car  ; 

Bow  down,  ye  heavens !   and  all  creation  kneel. 

Hymn   of     Gratitude    to    the    Supreme 

Being. 

Jr  ATHER  of  all  1  with  grateful  heart. 

Behold  thy  fervant  bow  ; 
How  fliall  I  all  thofe  thanks  impart, 

Which  in  my  bofom  glow  ? 


G 


For 
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For  all  thy  mercies,   Oh  my  God ! 

My  foul  adores  thy  name ; 
Through  evVy  grief  thy  aid  beftow'd, 

And  ev'ry  comfort  came. 

Blefl  be  each  pang,   each  painful  hour, 

When  with  fubmiffion  low, 
My  foul  was  taught  to  own  thy  powV, 

From  whom  all  bleflings  flow. 

Refolv'd,   beneath  each  dire  event, 

To  own  thy  rod  moft  kind  : 
God  cannot  err,   gave  fweet  content, 

And  harmonized  my  mind. 

Of  ev'ry  aid,   fave  thine  alone, 

I  faw  myfclf  bereft ; 
With  fortune,  ev'ry  friend  was  flown, 

But  thou,  my  God  !   wer  t  left. 

Sick 
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Sick  of  the  world,   its  follies  tir'd, 

I  long'd  to  quit  its  noife  ; 
Sublimer  thoughts  my  breaft  infpir'd, 

Than  wait  its  fleeting  joys. 

With  apathy  the  crowd  I  view'd. 

Nor  grief  nor  envy  knew  ; 
Each  warm,  each  trifling  wifli  fubdu'dj 
Where  refignation  grew. 

An  honeft  heart  was  all  my  pride, 
A  pride  which  heav'n  infpir'd  ! 

And  v/hile  it  earthly  foes  defy'd,. 
To  heav'nly  joys  afpir'd. 

What  tranquil  blifs  each  moment  proved, 

Refult  of  truft  in  thee  ! 
When  thou,  my  God !  each  thought  approv'd. 

And  fliew'd  new  love  to  me. 


How 
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How  fliall  my  grateful  foul  exprefs 
Thofc  thanks  to  thee  I  owe  ! 

Who  bid  a  heart  thy  fervant  blefs, 
With  evry  joy  Pbelow 

Form'd  by  thy  hand,   the  youth  appcar'd, 
At  thy  command  he  lov'd  ; 

Each  word  confeft  the  God  he  fear'd, 
While  my  wrapt  foul  approv'd. 

Thou  God  !   whofe  piercing  eye  explores 

Each  fecret  of  my  breaft  ; 
To  thee,   whofe  name  my  foul  adores  ! 

Its  feelings  flood  confeft. 

No  outward  form  firft  caught  my  eye, 
Nor  pow'r  or  wealth  av?ird  : 

His  virtue,   fcnfe,  and  piety, 
O'er  all  my  foul  prcvail'd. 


Still. 
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Still,  O  my  God !  thy  mercy  fliew, 
Dire6i  the  hearts  thou' ft  joined  ; 

To  reverence,  faith,  and  virtue  true, 
And  to  thy  will  inclined. 

Through  life,  fhould  thy  fupreme  command, 
Our  path  with  thorns  o'erfpreaa  ^ 

By  thee  fupported,   hand  in  hand, 
That  path  content  we'll  tread. 

May  we  thy  facred  laws  obey, 

With  ever  watchful  eye  : 
And  with  fome  off 'ring  crown  each  day, 

Which  to  thy  throne  fhall  fly. 

In  all  things  pleafing  to  thy  fight, 

May  we  each  other  aid  ; 
Each  a6l  be  crown'd  with  pure  delight, 

While  Thou  flialt  be  obey'd. 


An 
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And  when  thy  will  fuprenie  fhall  end 

Our  being  liere  below, 
Together  may  our  fouls  afcend, 

Where  endlefs  comforts  flow. 


The  Triumph  of  Virtue* 

AN  that  dread  hour  when  Sin  fubdu'd  mankind, 
The  Prince  of  Darknefs  burft  the  infernal  doors. 

Out  rufhed  each  vice,  in  helFs  dark  womb  confin'd, 
And  fixed  their  ftandard  on.  H nia's  fliores* 

Concealed  they  wander'd  till  intettine  broils. 
Held  a  fair  field  of  adion  to  their  view  ; 

Affrighted  Virtue  fled,  and  in  their  toils 
All  ranks  all  ages,   their  fell  ftandard  drew. 


To 
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To  paint  the  band  whom  thence  defpotic  reign, 
The  mufe  muft  pluck  from  the  fell  harpy's  wing 

The  darkeft  plume,  fledg'd  with  each  deadly  banc, 
Lent  by  the  hand  of  hell's  infernal  king. 

Invoke   fome    fury   foe  to    human  kind, 
From  black  Cocytus  loweft  depth  to  trace 

With  parent  hand  her  offspring's  hideous  mind, 
And  ftamp  a  feal  upon  the  lawlefs  race. 

Nor  waving  plume,  nor  laurel  crown  they  claim, 

Nor  aught  that  heav'n  approves  or  heav'n  beftows : 

Preheminence  in  Vice  their  only   aim, 

V^ hilt  fable  banners  mark  them  Virtue's  foes. 

All  laws  divine,  all  focial  ties  they  fpurn, 
Mangle  with  brutal  joy  the  virgin's  fame  ; 

Exult  to  fee  a  virtuous  bofom  mourn. 

And  make  a  jeft  of  their  creator's  name. 


Th^ 
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The  fons  of  Belial  own  their  brighter  fame, 
And  leave  to  thefe  the  Empire  of  the  night ; 

Who  bolder  far,  have  long  fince  banifh'd  fhame, 
And  dar'd  the  fearching  eye  of  noon-day  light. 

See  the  fell  Group  *  in  riot's  mad  career. 

O'er  flowing  bowls  drown  Reafon's  facred  voice  : 

The'  pain,   want,  infamy  and  death  appear. 
Yet  thefe  they  clafp  and  glory  in  the  choice. 

Nor  thro'  the  midnight  gloom  fee  heav'n  behold, 
Crimes  which  even  favagcs  would  blufh  to  own  z 

Supreme  in  ill,  in  every  vice  grown  old. 
In  her  black  caufc  are  only  valiant  grown. 

Why  fleeps  thy  thunder,  juft  unerring  God  ! 

Nor  fwecps  from  earth  a  race  accurft  of  thee  ? 
Extend  for  Florio's  fake  thy  heavieft  rod, 

That  in  thy  judgments  he  is  danger  fee. 

*  B — — niihirc  R — g — nt  of  Militia. 

For 
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For  mortal  voice  can  never  wake  the  foul, 
Supinely  flumb'ring  o'er  her  facred  ward ; 

Light'nings  muft  flafh,  and  loudeft  thunders  roll, 
To  fnatch  the  vidim  from  her  treacherous  guard. 

Oh,  fpare  the  youth  *  !  avert  th'  avenging  dart ! 

Warn'd  of  his  danger,   may  he  quickly  fly 
To  fome  fafe  haven,   where  his  wav'ring  heart 

May  re-aflume  its  native  dignity. 

Aflert  thy  facred  fpirit  in  his  heart, 

And  guard  each  outwork  of  his  gen'rous  breaft  ; 
So  fhall  he  never  from  thy  laws  depart. 

For  ever  guiltlefs,   and  for  ever  bleft  ! 

Behold  an  angel  comes  !   The  pray'r  is  heard  ! 

From  high  a  meflengcr  of  love  and  grace  ! 
The  mifl:  difpcU'd,   the   gloomy  profped  clear'd. 

And  Florio  humbly  fecks  his  maker's  face. 

*  Lieutenant  O d. 

H  Behold 
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Behold  him  now  in  Virtue's  facred  road, 

Sweet  peace  !  and  balmy  hope  !   each  hour  encreafe  : 
He  treads  the  only  path  which  leads  to  God  ! 

Convdnc'd,   that  virtue  is  the  path  to  peace. 

An   Epistle    fent   with  two  Brace  of 
John   Dories. 

J_^EAR  Friend,  as  I  am  at  this  writing, 
I  hope  you'r  well  :    By  my  inditing, 
It  will  appear,  that  I  have  fent  you, 
What  long  I've  wifh'd  for  to  prefent  you. 
Two  brace  of  Dories  for  your  table, 
More  to  procure  I  am  not  able^ 
Not  fmall  their  fame,   Devonia's  boaft. 
And  her's  their  favourite  native  coaft. 
King  Qijin*,   we  are  told  in  recent  ftory, 
To  Plymouth  went,   to  eat  John  Dory ; 
Were  I  to  attempt  their  praife  in  rhime, 
'Tis  not  whole  luflrums  would  furnifh  time, 

»  Mr.  Quin  the  Player, 

To 
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To  exprefs  how  firm,  how  white,  how  fwcet, 

If  beft  or  broil'd,   or  ftew'd  they  eat ; 

Or  with  what  truth  tradition  tells  ye, 

Saint  Peter's  thumb  has  mark'd  the  belly  : 

But  oft  I  have  heard,  though  ftrange  the  whim. 

That  every  fifh  fhould  three  times  fwim  ; 

Therefore  and  dired;,  before  you  dine, 

^^a7itum  fufficit^   fauce  and  wine  ; 

Water,   dame  Nature  firft  fupplied. 

And  for  fauce  your  cook-maid  will  provide ; 

And  I  have  fent  fome  good  French  brandy, 

And  you  have  limes  and  fugar  handy  : 

Old  Britijh  Sprit  is  very  rare^ 

Of  what  there  is,   there  is  none  to  fpare. 

But  leaft  Old  Port  you  fhould  relifh  beft. 

Neat  as  imported,   I've  fent  a  tafte. 

Next  poft,  dear  Harriet,   I  hope  to  hear. 

How  you  approve  our  weftern  chear ; 

For  'tis  your  tafk  for  to  command  it. 

Since  mine  is  done,   who  to  you  fend  it. 

H    2  AuRELIA 
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AuRELiA   to  Philander. 

X  HRICE  has  my  trembling  hand  eflay'd  in  vain, 

To  paint  the  anguifh  of  my  bleeding  heart ; 
'Tis  the  wretch's  only  freedom  to  complain, 

But,  ah,  what  language  can  my  woes  impart ! 
Thrice  has  my  foul  indignant  checkt  th'attempt, 

Too  proud  to  bare  to  view  the  woes  I  feel ; 
Too  weak  to  rifk  a  cruel  world's  contempt, 

The  fate  of  all  who  woes  like  mine  reveal. 

But  'tis  not  to  the  world  I  wifli  to  fliev/ 

Griefs,  which  at  length  yield  triumph  to  defpair : 
1  come,   I  bare  my  wounded  foul  to  you, 

An  angel  whifpers,   banifh  ev'ry  fear, 
A  meaner  facrifice  that  foul  difdains, 

To  thee  alone  the  godhke  tafk  is  giv'n  ; 
My  pride  to  conquer,  and  to  eafe  my  pains. 

To  give  me  reft  on  earth,   and  peace  in  heav'n! 


Broke 


[    53     ] 
Broke  is  each  friendly,  ev'ry  kindred  chain, 

With  fortune  fled,   nor  pray'rs,   nor  tears  avail ; 

To  heav'n  and  thee,   ah  !   let  a  wretch  complain, 

For  pray'rs,   nor  tears,   o'er  callous  hearts  prevail. 

O  pardon  then,  if  I  fhould  claim  awhile 

Thine  ear,   thy  pity  to  my  dreadful  ftate ; 
And  on  thy  check  fulpend  the  heart-born  fmile, 

Such  as  my  grief-worn  bofom  ne'er  mufl  meet. 
O  help  me  to  fuftain  this  load  of  life. 

Which  weary  nature  can  no  more  fuftain  ; 
Arrcft  my  arm,   fnatch  back  the  lifted  knife, 

And  fave  my  foul  from  everlafting  pain. 
By  yon  bright  heav'n,   where  waits  each  rich  reward, 

I  here  conjure  thee  reach  thy  faving  hand  ; 
Nor  with  cool  eye  my  matchlefs  woes  regard. 

Woes  which  fliould  all  thy  care,  thy  help  command. 
But  if  dcfpair  muft  burft  the  gates  of  woe, 

Still  will  I  blefs  thee  in  the  realms  above  ; 
Implore  Jehova  for  thy  peace  below. 

And  watch  thy  fafety  with  an  angel's  love. 

But 
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But  let  me  trace,  vvbile  mem'ry  hold  her  feat, 

When  peace  and  fafety  markt  my  flow'ry  way  ; 
When  thy  fond  heart  to  mine  refponfive  beat, 

And  joy  came  fmiling  with  each  welcome  day. 
'Twas  then  you  faw  Aurelia  greatly  bleft, 

By  parents  fliieldcd,    and  by  you  belov'd  ; 
No  cares  intruded,   and  no  woes  opprcft, 

The  world  admiring,   and  by  felf  approved. 
But  mad  ambition  broke  the  golden  dream. 

And  tore  Philander  from  my  faithful  heart  ; 
Thro'  the  dark  veil,   no  friendly  chearing  beam 

Rofe  on  the  fatal  morn  which  faw  us  part. 
Can' ft  thou  forget  that  day,  that  dreadful  day, 

Which  doom'd  Aurelia  to  a  lik  of  woe  ? 
When  you  was  borne  to  diftant  realms  away, 

Sighs  ceas'd  to  heave,  and  friendly  tears  to  flow. 
In  vain  did  parents  love,  and  fricndfhip  ftrive, 

To  fill  the  fatal  vacuum  in  my  foul  ; 
Hope,  next  to  phrenzy,   kept  my  love  alive, 

And  years  on  years  of  faith  and  anguifh  roll. 


But, 


[     55     ] 
But,  ah !  your  plighted  vows  no  more  permits 

The  fyren  hope  to  chear  my  fainting  heart ; 
Yet  ftill  nor  intreft  leads,   nor  grief  admits, 

One  wifh  to  draw  the  ever-rankling  dart. 
To  fill  the  bitter  cup.   Misfortune  came, 

And  Death,   more  cruel,   bore  each  friend  afar; 
But  Virtue  fled  not ;   fhe,  angelic  dame  ! 

Suftain  d  my  foul  throughout  the  dreadful  war. 
But  'tis  not  fhe,  with  all  her  radiant  fmiles, 

Can  fhield  from  pain  or  poverty's  rude  grafp  ; 
Or  guard  the  trembling  heart  from  dire  alarms, 

Or  kill  the  venom  of  the  latent  afp. 
To  fervile  means  fay,  can  Aurelia  bend, 

Whofe  eye  has  trac'd  the  Schoolmens  learned  page  ? 
Can  fhe  with  pride  or  tyranny  contend. 

Or  catch  the  manners  of  a  vicious  ase  ? 

Will  no  kind  region,   in  a  calmer  iky. 

Receive  a  fufF'rer  from  a  ftormy  fca  ? 

Or  grant  fome  (helter  whither  I  may  fly. 

Where  my  poor  harrafs'd  heart  at  refl:  may  be? 

Why 


(     56     ) 
Why  was  T  taught  to  wake  the  trembling  firings, 

Why  taught  to  tread  the  mazy  round  with  grace 
W^hy  taught  to  trufi:  to  faithlefs  fortune's  wings 

To  bear  me  to  the  realms  of  joy  and  peace  ? 
Thy  yellow  fields,   each  tall  majeftic  wood, 

Thy  dov/ny  couch,   thy  coffers  filled  with  ore; 
Thy  glowing  gems,   thy  rare  and  coftly  food, 

Are  ftriking  contrails  of  what  I  endure. 
Once  did  my  faithlefs  fortune  promife  more. 

And  but  for  thee,   fiich  blefiings  had  been  mine, 
For  thee  I  fpurn'd  each  hand  whole  offered  ftore 

Had  made  my  fate  not  more  fevere  than  thine. 

High  hcav'n  1   is  witnefs  that  my  faithful  breaft, 

Ne'er  wiih'd  its  forrows  might  on  thine  recoil ; 
My  trembling  lips  no  ai^ger  e'er  expreft, 

Nor  weepinp-  friends  durft  cenfure  or  revile. 
'Twas  fate  not  thee  who  fixt  Aurelia's  doom, 

It  fnatch'd  love,   fortune  from  my  panting  breaft, 
But  charg'd  Philander  to  difpell  the  gloom, 

And  light  Aurelia  to  a  place  of  reft. 

Ah! 


[    57    ] 

Oh,  grant  the  wifh  which  fills  my  weary  foul, 

To  fome  fafe  flielter  guide  Aurelia's  feet, 
Let  my  laft  hours  in  calm  retirement  roll, 

To  fit  my  foul  a  bounteous  God  to  meet. 
This  boon  allow'd,  a  rich  reward  would  give 

For  ev'ry  hour  of  anguifh  I  have  known  ; 
But  ah  !  it  would  not  raife  a  wifli  to  live, 

But  would  thy  days  with  fweet  reflexions  crown. 


Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  Captain  Samuel 
Hough,  late  in  the  Service  of  the  Hon. 
Eaft  India  Company. 

JDLEST  shade  !  tho'  fled  to  blifs,  yet  thee  we  mourn  : 

Friendfliip  fhall  never  quit  thy  facred  urn  ! 

Her  flame  fhall  not  with  life's  dull  lamp  expire, 

But  from  thy  virtues  catch  immortal  fire  ! 

Her  tears,  a  tribute  to  thy  matchlefs  worth. 

Shall  pour  libations  on  thy  hallow'd  earth  ; 

I  Where 


[     58     I 
Where  dwells  each  Virtue  that  adorns  the  mind, 
And  ftamps  Gods  image  on  the  human  kind. 
There,   in  her  brighteft  orb,   AfFedion  fleeps, 
While  loll  in  woe  thy  widow'd  partner  weeps  ; 
While  anguifli  keen  her  gentle  bofom  rends, 
Down  her  wan  cheek  the  conftant  tear  defcends. 
Thy  fmiling  boy,   a  cherub's  afped  wears  ; 
In  him  thy  look,   thy  much-lov'd  form  appears  : 
Speechlefs,   fhe  gazes  on  his  infant  charms. 
And  clafps  new  pangs  within  her  trembling  arms» 
For  him  fhe  lives  !   he  chains  her  fafi:  to  life ; 
His  parent,  guardian,   but  no  more  a  wife! 
Hcav'n  heard  her  pray'rs,   her  cries  without  regard. 
For  worth  like  thine,   heav'n  only  could  reward* 
But  heav'n  will  fliicld  the  mourner  from  defpair, 
And  fit  her  fpotlefs  foul,   to  join  thee  there  ! 
While  all  a  brother,   and  a  friend  deplore 
From  Britain's  flowVy  plains,   to  India's  lliore. 
On  wings  reluctant  wait  the  trembling  gale, 
Left  {ighs  are  bearers  of  the  mournful  tale^ 


*T\vas 


[     59     ] 
'Twas  thine  to  lull  the  grief-worn  heart  to  reft. 

With  rapture  to  relieve  the  lab'ring  breaft  ; 

With  gen'rous  aid  the  mourners  v/ants  fupply, 

And  wipe  the  tear  from  the  averted  eye. 

Thy  rich  reward  is  evcrlafting  joy, 

V/hile  fruitlefs  tears  our  mournful  hours  employ  : 

Each  heart  reverberates  the  fwelling  figh. 

While  angels  hail  thee  in  thy  kindred  /ky  ! 

While  thy  lov'd  mem'ry  lives  in  ev'ry  breaft, 

By  angels  guarded,   may  thy  aflies  reft. 

To  Mr.  H s,  who   wilhed   he 

could  love. 

X    O  U    wifh  to  love  ?  advent'rous  Youth  ! 
Ah  !   hear  a  friend  impart 
A  ufeful,   though  unpleaiing,  truth, 
Beware  a  mimic  dart. 


[     6o-    ] 

A  thoufand  dififrcnt  forms  affume 

Love's  fliape  divinely  fair  ! 
So  art  awhile  by   fvveet  perfume. 

Conceals    polluted  air. 

Avarice  oft  his  charms  puts  on, 
And  paints  the  fcene  all  bright ; 

Shews  all  the  fplendor  of  her  throne, 
And  cheats  the  dazzl'd  fio-ht. 

o 

Rude  paffions  oft  lie  couch'd  beneath 

Th'  attentive  Lover's   care, 
'Tis  but  felf  love  thofe  accents  breathe^ 

Which  oft  delude  the  fair. 

A  diftant  hope  of  wealth  to  come 
Oft  wings  the    Lover's  way. 

Or  dear  defire  to  vagrant  roam, 
Purfues  the  cheating  ray. 


Not 
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Not  fo  the  real  God  cfTays, 

To  lead  his  fons  to  joy, 
His  paths  are  marked  through  virtues  ways, 
Whofe  charms  can  never  cloy. 

Would'ft  thou  explore  the  facred  groves, 

Where  real  beauty  fliines. 
Where  Love  in  all  its  fplendor  moves^ 

Above  Peruvian  mines. 

Reafon  attend,   fhe  courts  thine  ear,, 

Nor  friendfhip's  voice  decide  ; 
They  point  the  path  exempt  from  care, 

Where  Peace  and  Love  refide. . 

'Tis  not  the  fparkling  eye  that  beams. 

Bright  as   Golconda  s  glov^ing  gems. 

Can  bind  the  human  heart  j 

'Tis  not  the  polifh'd   brov/  ferene, 

Nor  cheek,   where  triumphs  beauty's  Queen, 

Can  lading  blifs  impart, 

Tis 


[       62       ] 


"1  is  not  the  blaze  of  wit  that  flies, 
Like  Meteors,   for  like  them  it  dies, 

And  leaves  all  gloom  behind  : 
Like  lightening  oft    it  fatal  wonnds, 
With  envy  keen  its  fhaft  abounds, 

And  pains  the  feeling  mind. 

Sharp  pangs   the  fond  embrace  fucceed, 
Poifon  beneath  its  beauties  hid, 

Proclaim  the    latent  afp  : 
So  lurks  the  thorn  beneath  the  rofe, 
Whofe  bloom  bewitching  fweets  difclofe, 

And  court  our   eager  grafp. 

'Tis  not  the  dimpl'd  fmiles  that  play 
Around  the  wanton  and  the  gay, 

And  charm  for  one  fhort  hour  ; 
Can  foften  life  s  corroding  care, 
Or  griefs'  oppreflive  burthen  fhare, 

Or  blunt  Afflidlion's  power. 


Tis 
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'Tis  not  the  blazon'd  pride  of  birth, 
Can  give  the  abjedl  bofom  worth, 

Or  wealth  the  heart  expand  : 
Virtue  !    Fates'  darkeft  £hade  defies, 
Refulgent  beams  illume  the  fkies, 

Where'er  ihe  waves  her  wand  ! 

Where  Friend fliip  fpreads  her  chearing  fmile, 
Friendship  !   which  all  our  woes  beguile, 

Adore  the  heav'nly  ray  ! 
Clafp  the  rich  blefling  to  thy  breaft, 
'Bove  Sovereign  pow'r  the  pair  is  bleft, 

Who  tread  her  flow'ry  way. 

The  eye  illum'd  by  Pity's  tear, 

The  voice  that  checks  the  figh  of  care, 

Refiftlefs  charms  difclofe ! 
True  beauty  reigns  majeftic  there, 
And  paints  the  cheek  with  bloom  more  fair, 

Than  lilly  or  the  rofe. 


The 


[     64     1 
The  heart,  which  fwells  at  tales  of  woe, 
The  lips,  whence  Toothing  accents  flow, 

Attunes  the  foul  to  love : 
And  ftrikes  with  filent  magic  art, 
The  firing  that  vibrates  to  the  heart, 

And  wild  deflres  reprove. 

Philofophy's  ftern  dicflates  ceafe, 
The  fofter  paffions  rule  with  cafe, 

And  wake  the  torpid  foul : 
Candour,  that  fpeaks  a  noble  mind, 
And  modefly  and  fenfe  refin'd, 

Its  rigid  rules  controul. 

Love's  facred  hre  each  thought  improves. 
On  reafon's  fprings  each  paflion  moves, 

And  regulates  defire  : 
Whene'er  a  maid  thus  form'd  you  meet, 
With  heart  flncere  and  temper  fweet. 

You'll  catch  the  facred  fire. 


For 


For  ah  !   *tis  only  charms  like  thefe. 
Immortal  charms  that  ever  pleafe  ! 

Survive  youth's  fhort-liv'd  hour  ; 
Should  heav'n  allot  thee  fuch  a  bride, 
You  would,    with  fond  exulting  pride, 

Confefs  the  God's  foft  pow'r. 

Kind  heav'n  will  fmilc  on  vows  fincere  ; 
Virtue,  which  gilds  the  higheft  fphere. 

Life's  humbleft  vales  adorn  : 
Fortune's  beft  gifts  her  fmiles  improve, 
Her's  are  the  charms  that  muft  remove 

That  apathy  you  mourn. 


On  the  Death  of  David  Garrick,  Efq. 


s 


x\CRED  to  filent  night  th'  inftrudive  dream, 
Sacred  tp  fable  night  the  mournful  theme, 
Sacred  to  forrow  be  the  haplefs  hour. 
When  Garrick  flept,   and  Genius  was  no  more  ! 

K  Sacred 
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Sacred  the  hour,  when  his  hallowed  herie 
Proclaim'd  the  fliort-Uv'd  pow'r  of  wit  and  verfe. 
And  taught  mankind  no  ftrength  of  genius  can 
Avert  the  deftiii'd  fate  that  waits  on  man. 

Mourn,  all  ye  Mufes !   mourn  your  favVite  fonj. 
Who  ftampt  your  worth,  and  faireft  laurels  won  ! 
Crown'd  you  with  honors,  lafting  as  his  name, 
And  round  your  Shakefpeare  fpread  eternal  fame  I 
Mourn,  all  ye  Mufes  !   mourn  your  favVite  fon, 
Dumb  be  your  golden  harps,  your  Garrick's  gone  ! 

Vain  had  ye  ftrung  your  harps,   ye  facred  Nine  ;, 
Vain  had  your  numbers  flow'd  in  founds  divine, 
In  vain  your  fons  had  traced  th'  hiftoric  page, 
And  plac'd  in  ftrongeft  light  difpotic  rage. 
Had  not  kind  nature,  on  thy  caufe  intent. 
To  realize  the  fcene,   her  Garr ick  fent. 
Mourn,  all  ye  Mufes !   mourn  your  fav'rite  fon,. 
Dumb  be  your  golden  harps,  your  Garrick^s  gone ! 


Where'er 


(     6;      ) 
Whene'er  his  brow  aflum'd  a  tyrant's  frown> 
Rage  {hook  each  bofom,  and  abhorr'd  a  crown  ; 
Taught  freedom's  native  fons,  that  thrones  and  kings, 
Unmark'd  by  Virtue,   a?'e  no  f acred  things. 
When  e'er  the  truncheon  and  the  waving  crcft, 
Adorn'd  the  man,   the  hero  ftood  confefs'd  ; 
He  rous'd  each  flumb'ring  Virtue  in  the  foul. 
And  Courage  took  the  reins  without  controul  \ 
When  from  his  lips  fair  Freedom's  dictates  flov/'d, 
With  attic  lire  each  Britifh  bofom  glow'd  ; 
Mourn,  all  ye  Mufes  !   mourn  your  favourite  fon, 
Dumb  be  your  golden  harps,  your  Garrick's  gone ! 

But  when  the  fofter  fcenes  of  Ijfe  he  fill'd, 
In  grace,  eafe,  learning,  and  politenefs  Ikill'd  ; 
In  juftice,  honour,  friend£hip  would  he  fhine. 
Or  paint  benevolence  in  fhades  divine  : 
'Twas  then  you  faw  the  ma7i  he  did  not  play, 
The  tenor  of  his  life  was  fuch  each  day  : 
To  him  the  wretched  never  fued  in  vain, 

His  heart  deplor'd,   or  hand  remov'd  their  pain  ; 

K  2  While 
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While  riling  merit  met  a  parent's  care. 
In  richefl  foil  he  nurs'd  the  bafhful  fair  ; 
Nor  left  to  poverty's  chill  blaft  the  maid, 
But  rear'd  the  adlive  mind  with  watchful  aid  ; 
Nor  jealous  of  its  worth,   with  felfifli  pride, 
To  check  its  progrefs  e'er  ignobly  try'd 
Mourn,  all  ye  Mufes !   mourn  your  fav'ritc  fon, 
Dumb  be  your  golden  harps,   your  Garrick's  gone ! 

An  Epiftle  to  a  Friend^  with  a 
Setting  Dog» 

yO,  gen'rous  creature  !   faithful  may'ft  thou  prove: 
To  thy  nev/  majfter,  and  deferve  his  love  : 
The  Mufe,  without  a  blurti,  may  fmg  thy  praife, 
Thy  honour'd  race  oft  flione  in  ancient  lays ; 
And  well  thy  focial  nature  claims  the  place 
In  reafon,   fecond  to  the  human"  race. 
UlyfTcs's  dog  liv'd  but  his  Lord  to  greet. 
Nor  life  fuilain'd  but  to  embrace  his  feet  j 


No 
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Nor  age,    nor  rags,  his  mafter  could  conceal, 
Nor  years  of  abfence  cool  his  faithful  zeal  : 
Such  pure  attachment,  without  guile  or  art  ; 
Such  faith,   a  fatire  on  the  human  heart, 
Which  intVeft  warps  from  Friendfliip's  facred  line, 
To  tread  the  paths  of  treacherous  defign  ; 
'Tis  Fortune's  fmiles  form  modern  Friendfliip's  chain, 
While  Virtue's  angel  voice  but  pleads  in  vain. 
The  faithful  dog  repels  the  murd'rer  s  power, 
And  guards  his  mafter  thro'  the  fearful  hour ; 
When  midnight  flumbers  tempt  the  villain^s  knife. 
To  fteal,   perhaps,   his  bencfador's  life. 
I'hus  fafety  from  the  brutal  race  we  gain, 
While  7 nan  of  man  his  fafety  feeks  in  vain. 
Go  thou  and  prove,  in  thefe  degen'rate  times, 
A  juft  reproach  on  man's  pcliter  crimes : 
Be  faithful,  gentle,  v/atch  thy  matter's  will, 
And  all  his  vacant  hours  with  pleafure  fill. 
When  Nature's  fweets  forfake  their  dewy  beds. 
And  Night  no  more  her  fable  mantle  fpreads  \ 


[     70    ] 
But  bluc-ey"'d  Thetis,   in  her  faftron  robe, 
Reigns  the  bright  Emprefs  of  the  vvond'rous  globe; 
And  all  the  fcather'd  race,  on  joyous  wing, 
'J'heir  morning  hymns  to  their  Creator  fing, 
1  hen  call  thy  maftcr  to  the  vxrdant  field, 
Where  nature,  healrli,  and  joy  does  kindly  yield  ; 
li'vvift  through  the  rugged  fiubble  fpeed  thy  way, 
And  ieek  with  caution  the  unwary  prey. 
Where  Phoebus  firft  his  golden  beam   difplays, 
Guide  thou  his  fteps  beneath  the  glowing  rays ; 
For  io  man's  care  of  mortal  health   requires, 
To  fliun  the  damps,   and  feek  his  genial  fires ; 
But  when  the  rod  has  meaiur'd  half  his  race, 
And  in  meridian  all  his  glories  blaze. 
Then  feek  the  windings  of  the  flow'rv  dade, 
And  lead  thy  mafter  to  the  grateful  fliade  ; 
But  fly  the  hollow  path  and  fenny  road. 
Where  never  man  or  beafi  in  fafety  trod  ; 
And  iTiun  with  equal  care  the  darkfome  wood, 
Beneath  whofe  gloom  the  ruffian  lurks  for  blood. 

Thus 
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Thus,   through  the  duties  of  the  rural  ftate. 
Let  thy  firft  care  upon  his  fafety  wait ; 
And  may  thy  dumb  fagacity  defcry, 
Each  ill  impervious  to  the  human  eye. 
But  when  his  voice  thy  hally  footfteps  bound, 
Then  let  the  wounded  prey  untouch'd  be  found ; 
At  his  command  the  lufcious  banquet  yield, 
Flutt'ring  in  blood  upon  the  fcorching  field  ; 
Nor  tike  mankind^  becaufe  fiibdu  d,  devour, 
Nor  blend,  like  them,   oppf^effion  with  thy  pow'r. 

When  the  bright  ev'ning  ftar  fhall  warn  him  home, 
In  fafety  gUide  him  to  the  focial  dome. 
Where  the  lov'd  Iburce  of  all  his  halcyon  hours. 
Invokes  his  welfare  of  the  guardian  povv'rs  ; 
In  every  breeze  fhe  hopes   his  ftcps  to  trace, 
And  chides  the  lazy  dial's  equal  pace  ; 
To  her  fond  heart,   by  love-born  terrors  torn. 
Swift  fly  the  herald  of  his  willi'd  return  ; 
Fawn  on  her  trembling  knee  difpels  each  fear, 
And  let  thy  fpeechlefs  joy  announce  him  near. 

ITc 
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He  comes  !    her  fond  embrace  his  toil  repays, 

While  thy  proud  fpoils  his  feftive  board  difplays : 

Round  it,    may  jov  and  health  for  ever  flow, 

And  ev'ry  heart  with  facred  fricndfliip  glow  ; 

And  when  in  fleep's  dcfcncelefs  arms  they  lye. 

Watch  by  their  couch,   nor  clofe  thy  faithful  eye  : 

Prove  thou  a  leffbn  to  the  human  race. 

And  claim  'mongft  man's  beft  friends  the  feccnd  place. 


The    Experimental     Lover, 

Infcribed    to    T.  H,  B.  O.    Efq. 

I  jYCIAS  beholds  fair  Lydia  mourn, 

His  abfence  or  his  flight ; 
Nor  lends  a  fmile  to  eafe  her  pain. 
But  views  her  anguifh  with  difdain  ; 
Nay,    vows  it  gives  delight. 


For 
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For,  fays  the  fwain,  that  heart  ne'er  lov'd, 

Which  only  beats  to  joy  ; 
Each  pang  fhe  feels,  proclaims  her  mine. 
The  tearful  eye  is  love's  true  fign, 

Which  lovers  doubts  deftroy. 

But  cruel  youth,   the  trial  ccafe, , 
Nor  wound  a  heart  thine  own  ; ; 

Lydia  cxifts  but  on  thy  fmiles,. 

Thy  love  her  ev'ry  care  beguils ; 
Difpair  attends  thy  frownv 

With  patience  flie  attends  thy  will, 

Nor  chides  tho'  you  negledl  : 
The  fmile  of  joy,  the  figh  of  care, 
The  confcious  blulh,  the  grateful  tear  j 

All  bind  thee  to  protedl. 


A  foul 
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A  foul,  by  fordid  paffions  fway'd, 

Would  fpurn  fuch  arts  as  thine  : 
But  Lydia's  fate  depends  on  you  ; 
Reward  her  faidi,  thy  blifs  purfue, 

And  hail  thy  lot  divine. 

The     wish. 

VJTRANT  me,    kind  heav'n,  a  fafe  retreat, 
From  pride,   from  folly,   and  deceit : 
Far  from  a  world  where  difcord  reigns  ; 
Far  from  each  vice  my  foul  difdains. 

A  manfion  neat,   convenient,   warm  ; 
In  view  a  fruitful  neighb'ring  farm  : 
Tall  woods  to  fhadc  my  fav'rite  feat, 
Where  elms  in  clofe-twin'd  friend  fliip  meet ; 
Where  cryftal  fcreams  foft  murmuring  flow, 
Thro'  vales  where  fragrant  flow 'rets  blow. 


No 
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No  gothic  pillars,   marble  dooms, 

Or  carpets  wove  in  Tyrian  looms  ; 

I  afk  but  ample,  needful  ftorc, 

To  aid  my  friends  and  feed  the  poor. 

There  let  my  life  unenvy'd  pafs, 
Till  death  fliall  flop  my  running  glafs  : 
Then  in  the  neighboring  church  yard  laid, 
Unenvy'd  fhare  the  yew-tree's  {hade. 


On  a  Friend's  Recovery  from  a   dangerous 

lilnefs. 

HOU  !  who  muft  all  my  grateful  thoughts  employ, 
Whofe  prefence  gives  my  grief-worn  bofom  joy  ; 
Whofe  fricndlhip  only  can  my  v/ocs  allay, 
And  dart  thro'  fate's  dark  gloom  a  chearing  ray  : 
Ah !   deign  to  hear  what  rapture  fwells  my  foul, 
"Where  thy  late  danger  bid  difpair  controul. 

L  2  The 
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The  pain  you  fek,   with  double  force  I  knew, 
Swift  to  my  heart  each  dangVous  fymptom  flew  ; 
Strain'd  ev'ry  nerve  with  fympathetic  pain, 
While  fears  unceafing  throb'd  in  evVy  vein. 

For  all  thy  genVous  tendernefs  and  care 
To  calm  my  forrows  and  repel  difpair  ; 
Thy  foothing  words,   which  foften'd  ev'ry  hour 
Of  pain,   and  proved  humanity's  great  pow'r  ; 
For  thefc  my  foul  its  grateful  thanks  would  pay. 
And  pants  for  pow'rs  that  might  the  debt  defray. 
But  fate  fevere  confines  by  bankrupt  heart, 
Which  can  no  more  its  thanks,   than  woes  impart  ; 
Nor  words  nor  pen,  can  paint  my  recent  grief: 
But  thou  ftill  liv'ft,    and  heav'n  has  fmill'd  relief. 

Take  then  this  weak  attempt  to  prove  how  true 
The  joy  I  feel,   now  health  returns  to"  you  : 
Your  pains,   your  forrows,   all  encreafe  my  woes, 
But  from  thy  welfare  healing  balfam  flows  : 


Anew 
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Anew  I  live,  each  languid  pow'r  revives, 

And  my  long  harrafs'd  heart  new  ftrength  receive. 

Oh !  would  Urania  deign  to  viiit  earth, 

Her  facred  plume  perhaps  might  reach  thy  worth  ; 

Might  tell  what  bleflings  from  thy  friendfhip  flow, 

And  fpeak  that  gratitude  to  thee  I  owe. 

Serene  henceforth  may  all  your  days  ftill  move, 

And  your  paft  anguifh  be  the  lafl:  you'll  prove. 

Fair  Health  again  is  thine,  the  Goddefs  guard  ; 

With  int'reft  high,   fhe  will  thy  care  reward ; 

She  heightens  ev'ry  joy,  fhe  fooths  each  care, 

And  fhe  alone  life's  num'rous  woes  can  bear  : 

Shun  each  allurement  that  may  prove  her  bane. 

Nor  follow  Pleafure  through  the  paths  to  pain  : 

Since  brib'd  by  worth,   the  tyrant  Death  delays, 

To  fnatch  thofe  bleflings  which  thy  worth  conveys : 

In  pity  to  mankind  protra6ls  thy  doom. 

Nor  robs  the  world  of  benefits  to  come  : 

Long, 
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Long,  long  be  thine,  what  kindeft  fate  bellows., 
And  peace  of  mind  thy  final  moments  clofe. 

On  the  Death  of  Sir  Robert   Long,  Bart. 
Knight  of  the   Shire    for   the    County  of 

Wilts. 

W  EEP,  all  ye  Mufes,  aid  my  mournful  verfe  ; 

Teach  me  the  good  Acafto's  praife  to  fing : 
In  ftrains  fublime  his  gen'rous  deeds  rehearfe. 

And  reach  his  virtues  on  feraphic  wing  ! 
In  him  a  univerfal  friend  appear'd  ; 

In  his  fond  eye,   the  tender  parent  dwelt, 
The  tear  he  wip'd,   the  fighing  bofom  chear'd. 

For  human  woes  his  gentle  nature  felt. 
Bounteous  like  nature,  and  like  heav'n  kind  I 

To  him  none  pleaded  misery's  caufe  in  vain  : 
Each  focial  virtue  mark'd  his  noble  mind, 

And  fix'd  on  earth  foft  pity's  friendly  reign. 

But 
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But  hark !  alas !  thofe  burfting  fighs  proclaim, 
The  friend  of  man,  the  good  Acafto  fleeps ! 

Hark  !   Virtue's  fons  his  flight  from  earth  deplore  ; 
While  Mifery's  offspring  round  his  beir  weeps. 

Heav'n  fnatch'd  him  hence,  unwilling  to  delay- 
Its  promis'd  blifs,    his  virtues  full  reward  ; 

In  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day  ! 

Complete  and  pure  at  the  right  hand  of  God. 

Monody     on   the   fame,    infcribed    to  his 
Daughter,  Mifs  Emma  Long. 


HE  Moon  fhone  pale,  'twas  in  her  infant  birth, 
The  hour  when  viiions  fkim  the  dewy  earth  ; 
When  church-yards  yawn,  and  marble  tombs  arife. 
And  Ghofts  glide  by  unfeen  by  human  eye. 

When  the  falfe  glow-worm  leads  the  travelling  fwain 
In  fatal  mazes  round  the  defart  plain  ; 

LouJ 
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Loud  thro'  the  gloom  was  heard  fad  Emma's  cries, 
Her  tender  parent  mounts  the  lucid  fkies  ! 

Hark,  the  deep  groan!   fay,  why  at  this  dread  hour, 
Comes  Terror's  King  ?   why  here  his  tyrant  pow'r  ? 
Not  Virtue  bribes  his  bufy  fcythe  to  reft, 
Or  filial  torrents  melt  his  harden'd  breaft. 

He  comes^  'tis  true;    but  fee  yon  Seraph  !   fee 
Impatient  hover,  'till  his  dart  decree 
The  foul  to  quit  its  cumb'rous  mortal  frame, 
To  mount  on  Seraph's  wing  to  endlefs  fame. 

Miftaken  ye,  who  mourn  fad  Emma's  lofs  y 
Ah  !   change  the  theme,  and  teach  her  to  rejoice  : 
Death  wears  no  terrors  for  the  wife  and  good, 
But  kindly  leads  them  from  life's  mazy  wood. 

Where  born  to  fufter,   no  true  pleafures  grow ; 
Say,   happiefl  mortals,  are  you  free  from  woe  ?     i 

Has 
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Has  not  your  fweets,  tho'  cropt  in  Virtue's  road 
Been  deep  embitter'd  ?  not  the  promis'd  good  ? 

Ah  !  ceafe  then  Emma,  ceafc  thefe  fruitlefs  tears ; 
Ah  !   load  not  thus  thy  gentle  breaft  with  cares : 
He's  gone  'tis  true,  fate  fealcd  the  dread  decree. 
And  heav'n  receives  him  but  to  wait  for  thee. 

To  groves  of  blifs  his  raptur'd  foul  retires 
Where  thou  fhalt  meet,  and  join  the  facred  choirs ; 
With  thy  bleft  parent  grateful  praifes  fing, 
At  the  high  throne  of  heav'n' s  eternal  king  ! 

Oh !  let  a  fifter  heart,   and  humble  pen. 
Recall  fome  comfort  to  thy  breaft  again  ; 
Lament  no  more,   true  wifdom  joy  muft  find 
In  God's  decrees,   the  parent  of  mankind. 

Eternal  blifs  fucceeds  a  life  of  peace  ; 

Smiles  ev'n  m  death,   adorn  the  juft  man's  ficc  : 

M  While 
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while  from  his  tomb  immortal  fragrance  flows, 
Where  Virtue's  facred  flow'rs  eternal  blows ! 

Oh  !   then  take  comfort,   ceafe  to  mourn  and  weep ; 
Nor  wake  his  afhes  from  their  tranquil  flcep  : 
Thy  grief  would  interrupt  celeftial  joy, 
Could  he  behold  his  Emma's  fad  employ* 

Accept  the  tribute  which  the  mufe  would  pay 
To  his  furvivors,  and  his  honour'd  clay  : 
Tho'  mortal  pow'rs  can  never  juftly  {hew, 
That  worth  and  virtue  which  the  world  fhould  know^ 


ABSENCE. 

VV  tIERE  fhall  I  fly,  what  words  can  fpeak  my  pain  ? 
In  vain  all  nature  blooms,   it  blooms  in  vain  : 
Meandring  flreams  and  nodding  woods  unite. 
To  greet  with  beauteous  fccnes  the  raptur'd  fight ; 

The 
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The  voice  of  joy  loud  echoes  thro'  the  plain, 

^hile  haplefs  I  in  fruitlefs  fighs  complain  : 

lere  lowing  herds  in  flow'ry  paflures  feed, 

lere  nymphs  and  fhepherds  tune  the  oaten  reed  ; 

Vhile  rofy  chaplet  crown  each  faithful  fwain, 

»Jor  thoughts  impure  their  artlefs  loves  profane  : 

But  ceafe,    now  Damon's  gone,   ye  flow'rs  to  fpring, 

^e  warblers  ceafe  in  fprightly  ftrains  to  fing  ; 

<Jo  more  ye  kids  your  wanton  gambols  play, 

o  more  fweet  matin  bird  awake  the  day  ; 

oodpidgeon  ceafe  thy  faithful  mate  to  woo, 

itior  longer  bear  the  vine  to  purple  hue ; 

j^or  limpid  ftreams  foft  murmer  thro'  the  mead, 

i 

I'lor  fnow- white  flocks  alternate  fport  and  feed  ; 

'^or  on  the  milkmaids  cheek  ye  rofes  bloom, 

li^reation  wear  one  univcrfal  gloom  ; 

^OT  let  till  he  returns  one  charm  appear, 

Jor  fpring,   nor  fummer  teem  till  he  is  here. 

^o  my  fad  fighs,    ye  herds,    refponfive  low, 

"Jor  near  my  reftlefs  feet  yc  flow'rets  blow  ; 

M    2 
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Ye  friendly  cooling  zephyrs  come  jiot  here, 
To  fport  as  ye  were  wont,   but  quickly  bear, 
The  echo  of  my  anguifh  and  difpair. 
Whifper  how  my  fond  heart  his  abfence  mourns, 
Tell  him  peace  flics  thefc  fliades  till  he  returns ; 
Then  hither  hafte  to  my  impatient  heart, 
His  ev'ry  look,   his  ev'ry  word  impart  ; 
Wafte  not  on  my  fad  ftate  one  balmy  gale. 
Unheeded  let  me  tread  this  lonely  vale  : 
But  fearch  for  ev'ry  fweet  the  blofibms  fhed, 
Celeftial  fragrance  fan  around  his  head, 
And  waft  him  quick  and  fafely  to  this  fliade. 


Extempore   on  being  requefted  to   write   a 

Birth-Day  Ode. 

A   H  E  Mufe  is  dumb,   nor  dares,    with  feeble  lays„ 
To  ling  what  angel-tongues  alone  can  praife  ! 


Oa 
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On   the  Death  of  General  Wolfe,  who 
was  killed  at  the  Siege  of  Quebec. 

V  ERSE,  fculpter,  genius,  all  in  vain  confpire 
To  paint  the  hero's  worth  and  martial  iire  : 

Mortals  be  dumb  ! await  the  judgment  day,' 

When  his  approving  God  his  toils  fhall  pay. 
Had  earth  contain'd  a  plume  to  crown  the  head. 
The  godlike  youth  had  not,  when  vidlor,  bled. 
But  Britain's  fon  iliall  meet  his  rich  reward 
From  heaven  !   while  angels  hail  with  one  accord  ; 
Thro'  realms  above  the  joyful  mandate  fly. 
While  cherubs  bear  him  to  his  native  Iky ; 
Where  drains  divine  each  feraph's  voice  infpire, 
And  worlds  conven'd  compleat  the  heav'nly  choir, 
His  grateful  country  lead  the  facred  band, 

While  fiU'd  with  awe  the  wond'rinor  nations  fland. 

DAMON 
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DAMON    and    D  E  L  I  A. 


O 


'N  the  fair  brow  of  yon  majeftic  hill. 

Young  Damon  lives  with  Delia's  prefcnce  bleft  ; 
Friendfhip  and  love  their  kindred  bofoms  fill. 

Their  days  one  endlefs  fcene  of  joy  and  reft  : 
Around  them  fmile  their  golden  fruitful  fields, 

Where  warbling  chorifters  awake  the  morn  j 
Each  feafon  all  its  native  tribute  yields, 

And  Damon  grateful  reaps  his  bending  corn. 

Tir'd  with  the  labour  of  the  harveft  day, 

He  to  his  Delia's  arms  a  welcome  finds ; 
She  haftcs  his  half-born  wifhes  to  obey. 

For  love  reigns  mutual  in  their  fpotlefs  minds. 
For  her  he  toils,  for  her  employs  each  care, 

She  feeks  his  wifhd  return  with  longing  eyes ; 
He  flics  with  tranfport  to  the  gen'rous  fair. 

Nor  envies  Jove  the  empire  of  the  fkies. 


THE 
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THE     COTTAGE. 

I  E  great,  ye  gay,   with  me  the  path  purfue, 
Where  peace  and  fafety  greet  the  raptur'd  view  : 
Yonder  wide  pafture  crofs'd  we  reach  the  door, 
Of  fweet  content  and  innocence,   tho'  poor  r 
A  little  wicket,   without  bolt  or  key, 
A  little  dog,   the  honeft  faithful  Tray, 
Firft  greet  your  entrance,  and  invite  you  in  ; 
What  fweet  tranquillity !   what  change  is  fecn  • 
The  follies  of  the  world  are  now  no  more ; 
The  town,   its  noife,  its  hurry,    all  are  o'er  : 
All  feuds  and  factions,  and  impertinence 
Of  bufy  fools,    and  men  of  little  fenfe, 
All  trifling  objeds  are  excluded  here. 
Nor  vice  with  harmlefs  mirth  dare  interfere  ; 
Thrice  happy  owner  of  this  humble  cot. 
If  thou  art  wife,    to  know  thy  blifsful  lot ! 

A 
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A  nurfery  of  fruitful  trees  the  cot  furround, 
Sweet  violets  and  daifies  paint  the  ground  j 
A  vine  whofe  curling  tendrils  kindly  fhoot, 
A  lovely  arbor  forms  with  pendant  fruit  : 
Soft  mofly  paths  of  nature's  own  defign, 
Meandring  between  the  verdant  fpaces  join  ; 
Crown'dwith  frefh  boughs  the  ftrawcrown'd  hives  appear^ 
Rich  with  fweet  produce  of  the  llow'ry  year. 
Here  clucking  hens  their  downy  nefts  prepare^ 
To  fpread  the  homely  board  with  dainty  fare  ; 
And  nature's  lovelieft  liv'ry  is  feen, 
In  various  hues  of  vegetable  green  : 

Do 

Which  pleafe  the  eye  and  promife  to  the  tafte. 
At  once  a  wholefome  and  a  plentuous  feaft  ; 
Here  blooms  an  eglantine,   and  there  a  rofe. 
And  pinks  and  lillics  balmy  fvveets  difclofe. 
The  thorny  goofeberry,   and  currant  too. 
Fill  up  each  vacancy,   and  as  you  go, 
That  not  one  fpot  may  unimproved  be, 
.  The  fav'ry  thyme,   and  chearing  rofemary  ; 

Sheltered 
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Secure  from  northern  blafts  compleat  the  fcene. 

Sheltered  by  fhapen  yews  in  lading  green; 

And  left  fome  over  bufy,    prying  eye, 

Should  rudely  dare  difturb  the  privacy, 

Nature  herfelf  has  built  a  living  wall, 

Of  hawthorn  all  around  both  thick  and  tall  ; 

So  ciofely  interwove  this  verdant  fcreen, 

The  fun  himfelf  can  fcarcely  peep  between. 

Within  the  facred  fhelter  of  this  grot, 

Thus  ftands  fecure  this  humble  ftraw-crown'd  cot, 

Where,    did  not  fate  forbid,    I  there  would  live, 

Nor  envy  joys  which  thrones  or  courts  could  give ; 

There,    with  a  modeft  competency  join'd. 

Give  me  but  .one  dear  friend  of  either  kind. 

Sincere  and  tender,  full  of  truth  and  love, 

As  ferpents  wife,   and  harmlefs  as  the  dove. 

Grant  me,    kind  heav'n,   but  fuch  a  bled  repofc, 

And  fuch  dear  partners  of  my  joys  and  woes, 

I'll  never  fearch  for  more  felicityi 

But  live  delighted,   and  exulting  die* 

N  No 
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No  craving  wifli  fliould  interrupt  my  reft, 
Nor  dire  ambition  fwell  my  humble  breaft  ; 
No  flatt'rers  mock,    no  Judas  with  a  kifs. 
No  wrangling  Fabius  fhould  difturb  my  bllfs  ^ 
No  fears,   no  cares,   no  jealoufy,  or  ftrife. 
Should  break  the  pure  compofure  of  my  life  :. 
But  there,   as  when  the  billows  of  the  main, 
After  a  ftorm,   are  fweetly  luU'd  again. 
There  {hould  my  foul  with  eager  rapture  flee, 
From  woe,   from  bufinefs,  and  from  envy  free  : 
Inceffant  tune  its  fongs  to  God  above,. 
His  juftice  dread  and  fupplicate  his  love. 

My  books,  my  kind  and  ever  conftant  friends, 
Whofe  converfe  pleafes,  and  the  heart  amends  ;; 
With  them  delighted  thro'  the  woods  I'd  rov^e. 
And  fleeting  times  fliort  hours  with  care  improve^, 
rd  learn  induftry  of  my  bufy  bees. 
And  drefs  my  bowVs  and  prop  my  teeming  trees. 
Sometimes  the  focial  board  my  hours  fliould  fliare, 
To  know  myfelf^  fliould  end  each  other  care  ; 


That: 
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That  one  great  tafk  I'd  ever  keep  in  mind, 
Since  all  beneath  are  trifles,  fliades  and  wind. 

On  the  2ift  of  June,    the  Birth-Day  of  the 

Author's  Sifter. 

OWEET  verdant  month,   for  ever  facred  be, 

Whofe  genial  rays  their  influence  flied  ; 
With  a  fair  bloflbm  deck'd  a  goodly  tree, 

While  grateful  zephir's,  fragrant  odours  fpread. 
Flora  refolv'd  to  grace  her  fav'rite  flower, 

Gathered  the  fweets  of  evVy  vale  and  grove  ; 
And  rifled  ev'ry  amaranthine  bow'r. 

To  deck  this  blooming  objed:  of  her  love. 

Thrice  happy  month  that  not  one  rival  knew, 
Till  this  fweet  bud  the  queen  of  beauty  'rofc ; 

Which  fl;ole  gay  fummer's  vary'd  wreath  from  yon, 
And  all  the  fweets  which  Ceylon's  gales  difclofe  ; 

N    2  ^O 
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No  more,    proud  lilly,    bcail  thy  envy'd  white, 

Nor  v/oodbine  wanton  in  thy  fweet  perfume  ;. 
1  hy  hue,  carnation,   is  no  longer  bright, 

And  niodefl:  viUcts  loie  their  purple  bloom. 
The  bluflung  rofe,    which  mark'd  this  month  its  own,^ 

No  longer  fcents  the  ev'nings  grateful  breeze, 
While  chryftal  dew-drops  weep  the  abfent  fun, 

And,    trembling,    glitter  on  its  drooping  leaves, 
Ch  !  guard,  fair  Flora,   this  thy  fav' rite  flow' r 

Sliield  it  from  killing  frofl;  and  dog-ftar  heat. ;  . 
Keep  it  fecure  within  thy  vernal  bow'r, 

Where  fpring  eternal  crov/ns   thy  native  feat,.. 

To  Leander^   who  declared  he  v/ould  not 

marry. 

V_y  F  noble  race,  and  fortune's  fv^rite  c  hild, 
Of  perfon  graceful,    and  of  manners  mild  ; 
So  form'd  to  plcafe  and  blefs,  you  juftly  fliare. 
The  love  and  friendfhip  of  the  good  and  fair  : 

Yet: 


(     93     ) 
Yet  you  with  firm  rcfolve  have  often  faid, 
''  Believe  me,  deareft  friend,   I  ne'er  will  wed  ; 
''   Too  rare,   too  fleeting  are  the  joys  of  life, 
''    To  be  endanger M  by  domeftic  ftrife." 
Recall,  miftaken  youth,  this  hafty  vow. 
Without  a  fecond-felf  no  joys  we  know ; 
Reverberated  pleafures  chear  the  breaft, 
And  woes  divided  leave  a  fparf*  fr\r  r^A-, 
Say,  you  avoid  fome  care  and  houfhold  noife. 
To  fliun  one  ill,  you  lofe  ten  thoufand  joys  ; 
Courage,    my  timid  friend,   the  path  purfue, 
Which  truth  and  reafon  opens  to  your  view : 
I'll  pledge  my  life,  you'll  ne'er  have  cauf^  to  'wail. 
That  marriage  plagues  prepond'rate  the  icale. 

And  that  you  may  be  bleft,   chufe  not  a  mate 
From  the  gay  circle  of  the  rich  and  great ; 
Where  vice  and  folly  e/'ry  hour  employs, 
And  midnight  revels  crown  thpir  motly  joys, 


Nor 


I     94     ] 
Nor  on  the  pride  of  birth  thy  fond  wiilies  place, 
'Tis  only  vice  that  can  thy  choice  difgrace  : 
The  Peafant  and  the  Peer  both  owe  their  birth 
To  that  one  univerfal  parent,   Earth ; 
Of  high-birth  then  what  can  in  praife  be  faid, 
Since  we  are  all  of  one  fame  fubftance  made  ; 
Nor  on  the  cheek  where  rofe  and  lilly  vie, 
uuiiu  Liiuu  lIi^  biifo,  fr^r  dVi  I   they  quickly  die. 

Seek  then  a  maid,   whofe  gen'rous  feeling  heart, 
Of  others  fuffrings  kindly  bears  a  part ; 
For  fhould  ill  fortune  cloud  thy  pleafing  view, 
She  then  would  (hare  each  heart-felt  pang  with  you  ; 
And,   fharing,   foften  ev'ry  human  woe, 
While  each  eas'd  heart  with  mutual  comforts  glow  : 
Or  fhould  the  Dame  alternate  fmiles  put  on, 
A  kindred- heart  muft  her  beft  b;)unty  crown  ; 
The  gayefl  fcene  no  longer  charms  the  eye, 
If  no  lov'd  friend  to  fliare  our  joy  is  nigh. 


Seek 


[     95     ] 

Seek  then  firm  friendfliip  in  the  furnifht  mind, 

Where  gen'rous  pride  with  aweful  virtue  join'dj 

Where  foft  humanity,  where  fcorn  of  art, 

Where  harmlefs  mirth  and  purity  of  heart, 

Form  and  adorn  each  adl,   'tis  fuch  alone, 

Gan  guard  thy  honour  and  prefcrvc  her  own  : 

While  virtue  guides,  affedion  ne'er  will  ceafe. 

Her  paths  all  lead  to  honour,  love  and  peace  : 

And  heav'n,  who  joins  fuch  hearts,  will  fure  approve, 

Its  own  great  work,  and  blefs  thy  conftant  love. 

Dialogue  between  Minerva  and  Cupid^  in- 
fcribed  to  Mrs.  B.  the  Author's  Sifter,  on 
the  Anniverfary  of  her  Wedding  Day. 

G  u  P  I  D. 

rTp 

A   HANKS  be  to  Jove,  you'r  found  at  laft, 

Tm  out  of  breath,    Tve  flown  fo  faft  ; 

On 


[     96     ] 

On  Ida's  top  my  mother  fits, 

And  raves,   and  weeps,   and  fighs  by  fitsj 
She  fwears  by  Styx,  that  you'r  brewing 
Schemes,  to  work  her  empire's  ruin  ; 
Elfe  why,   without  the  leave  of  Jove, 
Elope  thus  flily  from  above. 
But  on  fome  unlawful  errant, 
Since  you  durft  not  alk  his  warrant  ? 

This  morn  fucli  rage  deform'd  her  face, 
As  fcar'd  the  whole  Olympic  race  ; 
Rife,    fhe  cry'd,   nor  here  lie  fleeping, 
Behold  your  gcddefs'  mother  weeping  ; 
Unfold  your  wings,   unclofe  your  eyes, 
Minerva  now  my  pow'r  defies  ; 
Gird  your  quiver,   whet  your  arrows. 
Take  for  fpeed  my  coach  and  fparrows; 
Go,   find  her  out,   what  pair  fhe  guards, 
W  hat  e'er  Thoul't  afk,   thy  toil  rewards, 
Rage  and  fear  made  her  in  fuch  hafte, 
Down  I  flew  nor  (laid  to  breakfaft^; 


r  99  ] 

Tho'  Ganymede  had  fpread  the  board, 
And  noify  Juno  wak'd  her  lord. 

Thus,   Dame,   you  fee,  what  broils  you  caufe, 
By  daring  to  oppofe  our  laws  ; 
My  mother's  vot'ries  I  can  fway, 
Well  pleas'd  my  dictates  they  obey; 
For  them  we  quit  our  bleft  abode, 
On  Ida's  brow  for  Oxford  road ;    * 
At  Cot'ries  unrival'd  reign. 
Where  beauty  heals  the  lover ^s  pain  ; 
Where  rofy  wreaths  the  vidlors  crown. 
While  yours  with  fcorn  our  pow'r  difown. 

Prudence,    you  fay,    fhould  ever  guide 
Each  fair,  till  (he  becomes  a  bride ; 
That  virtue,   honour,   facred  truth. 
Should  ever  bind  the  fighing  youth  ; 

O  And 

*  The  Pantheon  in  Oxford- Road;, 


[       100       ] 

And  mutual  fricnclfhip,  join  each  heart, 
In  faithful  love  till  death  do  part* 
While  laughing  Venus  fhe  denies, 
All  other  influence  but  the  eyes ; 
Nor  thinks  there  needs  a  mental  charm, 
The  youthful  lover's  breaft  to  warm  ; 
Since  aged  hearts  e'en  av  rice  flies, 
And  grey  threefcore  for  fifteen  dies* 

Since  v^^ifdom's  turn'd  quite  out  of  doors, 
In  vain  your  arts  oppofe  our  pow'rs ; 
Between  us  both  poor  mortals,   they 
Know  neither  what  to  do  or  fay  : 
For  me,   I  m  weary  of  my  life, 
It   I  were  Jove,    I'd  end  your  ftrife  ; 
Either  contrive  your  pow'rs  to  blend, 
Or  open  war  mufl:  be  the  end. 
'Tis  vain  for  me  to  aim  at  hearts. 
If  while  I  point,  you  foil  my  darts  ; 


Minerva. 


(     loi      ) 


Minerva. 


Hence,   boy — and  this  to  Venus,  greeting. 

Say  you  found  me  at  this  happy  meeting  ; 

Where  virtue,   honour,   facred  friendfliip  join, 

To  prove  the  bright  aiTembly  wholly  mine  ; 

Where  fair  Sincerity  each  bofom  warms, 

And  the  fond  wifh  to  pleafe,    rcHftlefs  charms  : 

Here  friendfhip's  laws  give  birth  to  lafting  love, 

And  joys  infure,   which  paffion  cannot  prove  : 

In  artlefs  fmiles  the  fair  her  heart  unveils. 

And,    {pite  of  folly,   rcafon's  voice  prevails  ; 

No  fharTiC  can  tinge  that  cheek  where  honour  glows. 

Nor  ruiit  that  bofom  feel,    whence  virtue  flows : 

Revolving  funs  here  rivet  Hymen's  chain. 

Nor  mean  difguifc  the  tender  wiili  reftrain. 

The  faith iul  lover,   and  the  gcn'rous  friend, 

My  care  lliall  ever  from  all  woes  defend  ; 

M7  powerful  fhield  defies  her  treach'rous  art, 

Which  guides  the  eye,   while  1  dircd  the  heart. 

O   z  Beauty^ 


[       102       ] 

"Beauty,   fvvcet  bloom,  without  my  aid  mufl:  die, 
On  Time's  fwift  wing  its  meteor  charms  muft  fly; 
Ere  yet  the  flatt'ring  honey-moon  is  o'er, 
Difguft,  her  reign  begins — love  fmile  no  more  ; 
With  fcorn  is  (ccn  the  once  angelic  face, 
If  no  bright  mental  charm  fuppiy  its  place* 

Beaone,  then  urchin—- fly  this  hallow'd  ground, 

Nor  be  within  its  facred  confines  found. 

Pure  love,   not  paflion,   marks  my  fav'rite  place. 

When  e'en  thy  proud  mctnnia  would  meet  difgrace  ; 

To  her,   and  haughty  Jove — this  mefllige  bear  ! 

My  immortal  bofom  feels  no  abjedl:  fear  : 

If  from  Olympia's  feats  they  hurl  me  down. 

Beneath  this  dome,    I  11  fix  my  lafting  throne: 

Wealth,  love  and  honour,   fliall  this  pair  attend, 

And  virtue's  fliield  from  mortal  ills  defend  : 

Their  days  fliall  pafs  in  happinefs  and  peace, 

While  confcious  virtue  all  their  joys  increafe  ; 

And  Jove,   with  envy,   fliall  their  blifs  furvey, 

When  I  exalt  them  to  the  realms  of  day. 

INNOCENCE. 


C     '°3     [ 


INNOCENCE. 

*H  !  innocence,   thou  balm  of  ev'ry  woe, 
Thou  powerful  fhield  againft  misfortune's  dart ; 
Thou  fource  of  ev'ry  comfort  here  below, 
Thou  friendly  inmate  of  the  fighing  heart. 

The  vicious  tremble  when,   before  thy  fight. 
The  good  behold  thee,   as  a  type  of  heav'n ! 

Around  thee  beams  a  ray  of  lacred  light, 

And  pow'r  fupream  to  thee  on  earth  is  giv'n. 

But  if  thou  flieft,  then  guilt  and  fhame  fucceed  ; 

'Tis  not  in  fortune  to  fupply  thy  place, 
Fair  friendfhip  flies  as  from  a  broken  reed. 

And  keen  contempt  awaits  the  confcious  face. 


When 


[     104    1 
Where  then  a  refuge  from  that  fiend,    Difpair, 

If  God  withholds  his  mercy  and  his  grace  ? 
Thro'  guilt's  dark  glooms,   behold  a  Saviour  there. 

Then  proflrate  fall,  and  humbly  feek  his  face.. 

For  God  has  promised  thro'  his  only  Son, 
That  true  repentance  fhall  afcend  on  high,. 

For  contrite  hearts  his  facred  blood  attone, 
If  in  his  name  their  fupplications  fly. 

On  a  failiionable  Circle,   who  were  employed ^ 
in  a  very  trifiing  manner. 

VV  HAT  little  cares  do  little  minds  purfue, 
Gny  fairy  atoms  catch  their  childifh  view, 
Pleas'd  with  a  fiiadow,   tickl'd  with  a  feather, 
Their  moft  inftrucStive  fubjcd  is  the  weather. 

oud  laugh,  low  gibe  and  puppies  antic  play, 
Fill  up  the  labour  of  each  rolling  day. 

Such 


[     105     ] 
Such  live  unmark'd  in  life's  more  noble  page, 
And  die  the  fcorn  of  a  more  ufeful  age. 


On    being    a(kecl    to    attempt   Satire     in 

Verse. 


c 


lYNIC,  no  more  invoke  my  Mufe's  aid, 
A  nobler  theme  infpires  the  gen'rous  maid  : 
If  fatire  o;low  d  but  in  brio-ht  virtue's  caufe. 
To  aid,  or  vindicate,  her  golden  laws, 
Then  it  would  well  deferve  the  Mufe's  pow'r, 
She'^d  love,  and  war  and  beauty  ling  no  more. 
But  does  not  envy  oft  the  arrow  wing, 
And  difappointcd  pride  fupply  the  fling  ? 
No  fordid  paiTion,   or  no  private  end. 
Make  hireling's  ceiifure  where  they  {hould  commend  ; 
See  we  a  fault  in  thofe  the  heart  holds  dear. 
Or  fatirize  the  fool  whofe  wealth  we  fliare  ? 


Ah, 


(     io6     ) 
Ahy  no  !   'tis  burning  envy  lurks  beneatH, 
And  twines  for  Cynic  brows  the  fnaky  wreath  i: 
From  Helicon's  clear  ftreams  no  poifons  flow, 
Pure  they  defcend,   nor  tainted  till  below. 
Urania's  voice  the  gentle  paffions  flngs, 
Her  flrains  divine  on  joyful  zephirs  wings 
Defcend  ;   fhe  greets  the  gen'rous  feeling  heart, 
But  flies  indignant  from  thy  vcnom'd  dart. 
E'en  Pope,  that  draughtfman  of  the  human  foul, 
Who  knew  the  fcale  and  bearings  of  the  whole, 
But  for  a  moment  charms  ;   no  joy  imparts. 
We  fmile,    'tis  true,   but  fmile  not  from  our  hearts ;; 
Nature  has  planted  in  the  human  breaft. 
That  love  of  kind  which  cannot  be  fuppreft. 
So  with  arch  leer  awhile  the  comic  Mufe 
Excites  the  laugh,   and  nobler  thoughts  fubdues ;; 
The  party-colour'd  fool  a  moment  reigns, 
We  auit  the  fcene,  no  pleaflng  trace  remains. 


But; 


I    i<^7    ] 
But  Virtue,  painted  by  the  poets  hands, 

Expands  the  foul,  its  nobleft  pow'rs  commands  ; 

Our  bofoms  glow  with  emulating  fire, 

Panting  to  reach  that  virtue  we  admire  : 

And  if  the  mirror  human  woes  difplay, 

Willing  we  yield  to  god-like  pity's  fway. 

But  {atire  irritates  the  vicious  miad, 

Fixing  its  apathy  for  human  kind. 

Rather  invelope  vice  in  endlefs  nighr, 

Than  bare  her  baleful  pow'rs  to  mortal  fight ; 

With  candor  ftudy  felf,   nor  meanly  wound, 

Another's  fame,  'till  thou  art  blamelefs  found  : 

Satire,  avaunt  back  to  thy  native  hell, 

And  with  thy  fellow-fiends,  felf-punifht,  dwell. 

On     DEATH. 

J^    HE  monarch,  ftatefman.   hero,  and  the  flave, 
Alike  pay  nature's  tribute  to  the  grave  : 

P  Th« 


[     io8     ] 
The  tyrant's  pow'r  no  exception  makes, 
The  bands  of  wealth  and  mis'ry  alike  he  breaks ; 
The  glitt'ring  gems  which  grace  the  prince's  brow. 
In  vain  refplendent  Ihine,   nor  bribe  the  foe. 
Commiffion  d  from  above,   his  arrows  fly. 
With  aim  moil  fure,   nor  can  flrong  nature's  cry, 
The  mandate  dire  revoke  :   Alas  !   in  vain 
The  parent  weeps,   furviving  friends  complain, 
Gazing  round  the  pale  breathlefs  corfe  they  ftand. 
And  figh,  and  tremble  at  their  God's  command  ; 
While,   from  their  fault'ring  tongues  its  merits  flowj 
For  bleflings  fled  more  valuable  grow. 
While  grief's  ftrong  tide  for  rifing  griefs  make  way. 
And  gives  to  pale  Defpair  an  eafy  prey. 

Behold,  oh  man !   this  pageant  of  an  hour, 
This  proud,  vain  mortal  has  reflgn'd  his  pow'r: 
Smooth  is  that  brow  which  taught  mankind  to  fear. 
Silent  that  voice  that  claim'd  Attention's  ear ; 


The 


[     109     ] 

The  fmlle,  that  ufed  the  kindred  heart  to  warm, 

Has  loft  its  pow'r,  and  ceafes  now  to  charm : 

The  haughty  accent  of  imagin'd  worth, 

And  abjedt  pride  of  an  exalted  birth, 

No  more  with  awe  the  vulgar  croud  imprefs, 

But  humbly  now  their  parent  earth  confefs. 

No  longer  Beauty  proudly  rears  her  head, 

On  her  bright  eyes  the  crav/ling  worm  is  fed ; 

To  every  living  fenfe  obnoxious  grown, 

The  once  fair  form  from  human  fight  is  thrown, 

Like  putrid  weeds  from  the  offended  eye, 

Oh,  humbling  thought !  confign'd  with  worms  to  lye. 

But  that  unerring  pow'r  who  rules  on  high. 
For  fin  pronounced  offending  man  fhould  die : 
And  gave  for  punifhment  fupreme  below, 
Th'  afflidive  parting  pangs  of  death  to  know, 
When  nature  in  each  mangled  fibre  feels. 
And  awful  death  our  richeft  bleffmg  fteals ; 

Pi  -  But 


[      i^o     ] 

But  yet  (tis  given  to  mitigate  the  fmart,) 

And  blunt  the  edge  of  his  fharp  wounding  dart. 

When  thro'  the  friend  he  wounds  the  feeling  heart. 

Let  true  humanity  our  adlions  guide. 
And  facred  juflice  our  our  thoughts  prefide ; 
For  all  thofe  aids  our  feeble  natures  claim, 
Our  fellow-mortals  all  demand  the  fame ; 
As  thofe  machines  by  human  wifdom  planned, 
Without  affifting  parts  muft  pow'rlefs  (land  ; 
So  man  dependant  is,   by  God's  decrees, 
Link'd  in  one  chain,   He  all  his  creatures  fees. 

But  if  Contention,   Fride  and  Envy  joined, 
Ufurp  the  empire  of  the  human  mind  ; 
If  Reafon  yields  to  Paffion's  hand  the  fwaj, 
What  can  the  pangs  of  fclf-reproach  allay  ? 
Then  feels  the  foul  each  cruel  pang  it  gave, 
Severely  punifli'd  from  the  filent  grave ; 


No 


No  reftitution  is  accepted  there, 

And  vain  Repentance  rifes  to  defpair. 

Ceafe  then,  oh  man !.  all  cruel  impious  ftrife, 

And  reap  the  harveil  of  a  well-fpent  life  ; 

No  paft  offence,  no  black  remorfe  fhall  dare 

Approach  thy  foul,  and  fink  thee  in  defpair  ; 

No  ill-tim'd  pailion,   no  unkind  debate, 

Shall  it  pad  crimes  repay  with  added  weight ; 

The  lenient  hand  of  time  fhall  calm  each  grief. 

And  paft  benevolence  fecure  relief; 

For  moral  virtue  will  life's  ills  beguile, 

And  make  ev'n  Death's  approach  with  comfort  fmile. 

A        P    O    R    T    Pv    A    I    T. 

X   U  N  E  high  your  harps,    ye  tuneful  Nine! 

To  found  Philemon's  praife  ; 
Fair  Sifters,    all  your  pow'rs  join. 
To  aid  my  feeble  lays. 


H 


IS 


[  n^  ] 

His  Eyes,  the  index  of  the  mind, 
Exprefs  his  feeling  heart ; 

Good  fenfe,   fair  truth,   and  honour  joined. 
Each  word,   each  adl  impart. 

That  faultlefs  form  by  him  poflefs'd. 
No  haughty  airs  debafe. 

The  wifh  of  ev'ry  heart  confeft. 
Such  pow'r  has  native  grace. 

Ye  fair,   take  heed,  nor  fondly  gaze. 
One  look  enflaves  your  hearts ; 

His  mind  fuch  magic  charms  difplays, 
Such  blifs  his  worth  imparts. 

MUSIC. 

OERAPHIC  harmony  our  fouls  inflame, 
With  ftrains  divine  !   to  hail  our  Maker's  name  : 


Our 


[     ^13     ] 
Our  bofoms  glow  with  facred  pure  defire, 
7'o  imitate  the  hymns  of  heav'n's  full  choir. 
While  louder  chords  the  hero's  bofom  warms  ; 
He  danger  dares,   and  pants  for  wars  alarms : 
The  gen'rous  fteed,  with  new-born  vigour,   flies, 
He  paws  the  ground,  the  battles  heat  defies. 
Her  dulcet  founds  bids  tender  wifhes  rife ; 
The  lover  reads  them  in  his  fair  one's  eyes : 
Thus  harmony  divine  !   bids  difcord  ceafe, 
And  tunes  the  ruffled  foul  to  fmiling  peace. 

The     (QUESTION.. 

VV  H  I  L  E  you,    poffeft  of  ev'ry  charm, 

To  win  the  heart  appear  ; 
How  can  I  'gainil  fuch  merit  arm. 

Such  conq'ring  pow'rs  you  bear  ? 
Fear  not  to  trufi:  thy  heart,    for  I 

Will  keep  it  fafe  from  care, 
It's  will  to  execute  I'll  fly. 

And  all  its  forrows  fliare. 


If 


[     XI4    ] 
If  e'er  it  feems  inclin'd  to  ftray, 

Or  feek  another  home. 
With  humble  fighs  I'll  court  its  ftay, 

Nor  fliall  it  vagrant  roam. 
Thus,    Florio,    would  I  ufe  that  heart, 

So  highly  priz'd  by  me. 
But,    fay  dear  youth,    how  you  would  treat, 

That  heart  which  beats  for  thee  ? 

Perhaps  e'er  Cynthia's  courfe  was  run. 

Fond  foolifli  maid,  adieu, 
My  tafk  is  o'er  now  thou  art  won, 

I  am  not  bound  to  you : 
Return  my  wand'ring  heart,   which  I 

Have  to  gay  Cloe  giv'n, 
Retire,  weak  maid,    to  fome  dark  cell, 
And  try  to  merit  heav'n. 


To 
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To    A  L  T  A  M  o  N  T,    OH  his  Birth-Day. 

Xj[  AIL  to  the  morn  which  fiird  the  parent  breaft 

With  joy  compleat,  and  gave  thcc  to  the  light ; 
In  all  the  charms  of  infant  beauty  dreft, 

To  fill  a  noble  lineage  with  delight. 
In  guiltlefs  joys  thy  fpring  of  life  was  paft, 

Nor  clouds  of  ill  o'er-caft  thy  playful  eye^ 
Joys  pure  as  thofe,  may  riper  reafon  tafte, 

And  all  your  days  on  wings  of  pleafure  fly. 

By  Virtue  rul'd,  may'ft  thou  be  ever  bleft 

With  ev'ry  joy  indulgent  heav'n  can  give ; 
May  ev'ry  forrow  fly  from  thy  lov'd  breafl:, 

Nor  leave  one  pang  that  friendfliip  can't  relieve. 
To  point  out  Vice  where  e'er  flic  fpeeds  her  way, 

Virtue  a  tafk  to  all  her  fon's  has  giv'n  : 
But  pow'rs  immortal  fliould  the  Mufc  difplay, 

Who  means  to  paint  the  nobleft  work  of  hcav'n. 

Q^  Soar 
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Soar  high,   ye  Nine,   pierce  yonder  lucid  fpliere  ! 

And  from  his  native  flcies  your  numbers  bring  ; 
Tune  all  your  golden  harps  with  facred  care, 

And  teach  my  grateful  Mufe  his  worth  to  fing.. 

If  to  be  gen'rous  as  the  Sun's  wide  ray, 

With  care  to  nourifh  Honour's  facred  Hame  ; 
If  v/ith  fome  friendly  deed  to  mark  each  day, 

If  to  be  great,  you  claim  immortal  fame ! 
If  to  fupprefs  the  widow's  riling  Ughy 

And  with  thy  Orphan  friend  to  drop  a  tear  ;, 
If  adls  like  thefe,  to  hcav'ns  tribunal  fly, 

To  God  and  man  thou  wilt  be  ever  dear. 
Thy  gen'rous  bofom  feels  another's  woes, 

And  pity  reigns  majcflic  on  thy  cheek  ; 
And  when  thy  foul  with  foft  compaflion  glows,, 

Thine  eyes  exprefiive  of  its  didates  fpeak* 


Gall 
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Call  not  this  flattVy,  the  earth-born  dame 

Dares  not  the  paths  of  love  and  fricndfhip  tread  ; 
From  heav'n  the  facred,   Sifier-bleflings  came, 

At  whofe  approach  each  fordid  inmate  fled. 
While  round  thy  brow  unnumbered  graces  move, 

Each  look,  each  ad,  thy  faultlefs  mind  difplays ; 
Thy  life's  v/hole  tenor  all  thy  virtue's  prove, 

And  call  forth  wonder,  lov^,    eftcem,  and  praife. 
Then  let  my  raptur'd  foul  confcal.  thy  pow'r, 

And  paint  the  force  of  all  thy  matchlefs  worth  ; 
Thy  mental  charms  has  made  my  foul  adore, 

And  gave  my  gratitude  and  friendfliip  birth. 

Guard  then  thy  facred  charge  with  watchful  care. 
And  give  thy  foul  untainted  to  its  hcav'n  : 

Ah  !   let  not  vice,   by  treacherous  arts  impair, 

Thofe  bleffings  which  thy  fmiling  fate  has  giv'n. 

May  chaltc  dcfires  your  youthful  bofom  warm, 
Nor  lawlefs  wifhcs  warp  your  guiltlefs  foul ; 

May  Virtue,  with  her  train  of  beauties  charm. 

And  each  fucceffivc  year  on  bleflings  roll. 

Q  2  Unlcd 


[     1^8     1 

Unbid  by  Av'rice,    may  fome  gentle  heart. 
Pour  all  its  love  and  duty  on  thy  bread, 

Where  you  delighted  may  each  joy  impart, 
Or  thy  full  bofom  figh  itfelf  to  reft. 

Swift  from  thy  fide  may  pain  for  ever  fly, 

And  on  thy  cheek  the  rofe  its  bloom  renew ; 
May  Friendlhip's  ray  ftill  fparkle  in  thine  eye, 

And  heav'n's  unceafing  care  be  fixt  on  you. 
Father  of  all!   eternal  pow'r  fupreme  ! 

My  prayer  for  this,   thy  nobleft  work  receive, 
Around  his  brow  let  all  thy  mercies  beam. 

And  each  new  fun  fome  new-born  blcffing  give. 
To  heav'n's  high  orb  his  deeds  ye  angels  wing ; 

Where  peace  eternal  reigns,  his  feat  prepare  : 
Where  he  may  grateful  hallelujah's  fing. 

Nor  mortal  pains  or  fears  his  blifs  impair. 


The 
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The   Invocation,   to  the  fame. 

X  E  facrcd  pow'rs,    from  whom  all  bleffings  flow, 
On  my  lov'd  friend  each  human  blifs  beftow  ! 
Sorrow  and  pain  far  from  his  bofom  fly, 
Nor  let  him  know  but  by  its  name,  a  figh : 
Virtue  watch  o'er  him,   never  quit  his  flde, 
But  thro'  life's  dang'rous  wilds  be  thou  his  guide. 
Honour,   do  thou  his  ev'ry  thought  infpire. 
And  gentle  Pity  crown  its  facred  fire. 
Calm  be  his  fleep  and  free  from  dreams  of  ill, 
While  pleafing  viflons  each  idea  fill : 
Watch  ever  round  his  couch,  ye  heav'nly  band, 
And  guard  his  flumbers  from  each  hoftile  hand. 
And  when  the  lark  tunes  firft  his  matin  lays, 
Awake  his  foul  to  found  his  maker's  praife, 
Oh,   fill  his  breaft  with  energy  divine  ! 
While  to  admire,  revere  and  praife  be  mine. 


On 
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On   W 1  T    and    Wisdom, 

Xl^  S  the  fair  rofe  exceeds  its  prickly  fhell, 
So  Wifdom's  flow'rs  the  briars  of  Wit  excel. 
Learn  then  betimes  her  facred  laws  to  prize, 
And  rightly  judge  of  witty  men  and  wile. 

On    Sylvia's    Lap-Do g. 
/  I  ^ 

X   O  fmg  fair  Sylvia's  fav'rite's  praife, 
Is  more  than  even  Dryden's  bayes ; 
Or  Congreve's  nedar-dropping  auill, 
In  flowing  numbers  could  diflill. 
Faddle,   pretty,   charming  creature, 
Pureft  piece  that  ever  nature 
Form'd  to  pleafe  a  lady's  eye, 
Favoured,  tho'  her  Strephon's  by. 
Lovely  he  is,  and  fmooth  as  fawns, 
And  brifk  as  lambkins  on  the  lawns  j 


As 
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As  pure  and  chafte  as  turtle  dove, 
True  to  his  Chloe  and  to  love. 
In  ev'ry  limb  and  joint  of  his, 
There's  not  a  fhade,   or  ftroke  amifs ; 
Short  filken  hair,  of  lilver  white. 
And  teeth  that  07tly  foes  will  bite* 
Eyes  black  and  fmooth  as  poliflit  jet,. 
And  bright  as  gems  in  ophir  fet. 
Short  back,  and  feet  that  little  are. 
And  graceful  tail  tipt  with  a  ftar. 

His  lady's  virgin  lap  by  day, 
He  makes  his  foft  recefs  from  play ; 
At  night,  when  foft  fleep  invites  to  reft, 
Her  Strcphon  is  not  half  fo  bleft  : 
By  her  foft  couch  he  lays  him  down, 
Nor  fears  her  coy  reproving  frown. 


AMANDA. 
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AMANDA. 

/\MANDA  was  by  all  cfteem'd, 

While  fickle  fortune  kindly  beamed : 

A  ray  of  ev'ry  native  grace, 

Smil'd  fvveetly  in  her  chearful  face  ; 

By  which  her  heav'n-born  foul  within, 

As  thro'  a  chryftal  orb  was  feen. 

All  hail'd  the  good  Amanda's  name, 

All  helped  to  raifc  her  fpotlcfs  fame : 

The  hopeful  youths  of  gentle  race,  -' 

And  courtly  maids  to  her  gave  place  : 

The  latter  fhew'd  no  proud  difdain, 

Her  honour  was  fo  free  from  ftain  ; 

The  former  fought  by  ev'ry  art, 

To  he  the  fav' rites  of  her  heart* 

While  fhe  in  ev'ry  virtue  fl:ione, 

And  placed  her  blifs  in  God  alone. 

The 
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The  pen  flic  rul'd  with  learned  fkill, 
The  pencil  too  obey'd  her  will ; 
Songs  of  her  own  feraphic  fire, 
She  fweetly  chaunted  to  her  lyre : 
Her  lyre  fo  foftly  touched,  and  proud 
Of  fiich  fweet  numbers,    told  aloud 
The  fair  one's  pow'rs,  and  charm' d  the  croud. 
The  pen,  the  pencil,  diftaff,  all ; 
Mufi.c  and  Mufes  fofter  call, 
Proclaim'd  her  ikill'd  in  ev'ry  art, 
To  mend  or  charm  the  coldeft  heart. 
The  learn' d  page  was  her  delight, 
•   O'er  that  ftie  paft  the  filent  night. 
When  thought  collcdled,  free  from  noife. 
From  wifdom  gathers  lading  joys : 
Her  fragrant  flow'rs  where  e'er  fl\e  found, 
Tho'  blooming  in  a  heathen  ground, 
She  eager  crop'd,   and  kifs'd  and  prcfs'd, 
And  wore  them  ever  in  her  bread. 

R  Her 
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Her  tafte  was  pure,  her  honour  fuch. 
She  fhrunk  from  e'en  the  flighteft  touch 
Of  Folly's  hand,  or  vicious  Mirth, 
Of  vice,  and  hell,  the  monft'rous  birth. 
A  genVous  thought,  for  all  Hie  felt,. 
Soft  Pity  in  her  bofom  dwelt ; 
Nor  one  afflicted,  fick  or  poor, 
Went  unaffiftcd  from  her  door. 
But  Virtue  tho'  'tis  prais'd  by  all, 
Yet  few  will  hearken  to  her  calL 

Amanda  fled  from  crouds  and  noife. 
And  paft  her  hours  in  guiltlefs  joys ; 
Joys  that  from  virtuous  actions  rife, 
Deep  hidden  far  from  vulgar  eyes : 
Joys  of  a  pure  angelic  kind, 
Which  Faith  and  Virtue  ever  find. 
But  ah  !   the  dark  unhappy  fate, 
That  on  the  bcft  of  mortals  wait ! 


God 
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God  tries  his  chofen  here  below, 

Then  leads  them  where  true  pleafurcs  flow. 

The  fcene  was  chang'd,  misfortune  came, 

Amanda  was  no  more  the  fame ; 

The  tide  was  turn'd,  and  now  no  more 

Amanda's  honoured  as  before : 

Pride,  Malice,  Envy  that  before, 

Difarm'd,  durft  not  approach  her  door ; 

But  couchant  lay,  nor  dar'd  appear, 

Aw'd  by  the  virtue  of  the  fair; 

Now  break  their  former  chains  with  eafc. 

And  on  the  haplcfs  vidim  feize  : 

For  the  bafe  world  miiled  by  fliow. 

And  judging  ftill  as  rumours  go, 

No  difference  makes  'twixt  right  or  wrong, 

But  as  a  flood  runs  fwift  along ; 

And  undiftinguifh'd  carries  all 

Before  it,  in  its  rapid  fall. 

So  Fame  unjuft,  with  greedy  cars, 

Flies  fwift  abroad  with  what  it  hears. 


R  2  Thu« 
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Thus  was  Amanda's  fpotlefs  name, 
In  atoms  torn,   by  treacherous  Fame  : 
None  honor  had  enough  to  make, 
A  cautious  judgment  for  her  fake  ; 
But  as  they  faw,   they  judged  like  thofc 
Whofe  fickly  fancies  oft  tranfpofe, 
A  pigmy  fhade  to  giant  fize 
When  midnight  gloom  pervades  the  fkics. 
Had  the  rafh  world  a  moment  ftaid. 
To  form  right  judgment  of  the  maid  ; 
Their  gall  to  pity  would  hav^e  turn'd. 
Nor  the  meek  fufF'rer  rudely  fpurn'd. 
But  Juflice  flept,  fo  God  ordain'd, 
To  him  alone  her  foul  complain'd ; 
For  flrength  fhe  pray'd,  while  all  around 
Sought  deeper  ftill  to  make  the  wound  : 
And  fell  Dctradion,  tho'  {he  knew 
Each  fcandal  falfe,  her  honour  true. 
Supreme  in  kindred  bofoms  reign'd, 
Whofe  hardened  hearts,  her  plea  difdain'd. 

But 
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But  fay  if  on  this  earth  there  be, 

Tkat  one  from  fell  detradion  free  ? 

Amanda's  now  no  longer  fair. 

No  longer  Friendfhip's  facred  care  ! 

Want's  chilling  blafi:  has  nipp'd  her  bloom. 

And  grief  has  fixt  a  penfive  gloom. 

Sighs  check'd  in  vain,   her  bofom  rends. 

And  fcalding  tears  her  cheeks  defcends. 

So  have  I  feen  a  lovely  rofe, 

Faireft  of  all  the  kmd  that  blows  | 

Which  once  had  reign'd  the  Ihort  liv'd  queen. 

Of  flow'ry  tribes,  and  fubjcds  green ; 

All  rudely  from  its  ftem,   in  hafte, 

Torn  off  by  fome  rude  northern  blaft. 

All  wither  d,   hanging  down  its  head, 

Its  odour  loft,  its  beauty  fled. 

But  ah  !  dear  Maid,  no  more  repine, 

Fear  not,    tho'  earth  and  hell  combine ; 

Since  a  juft  God,  who  reigns  on  high, 

Sees  not  with  man's  weak  erring  eye  : 


He 
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He  views  thy  fpotlcfs  foul,  and  knows, 

Thy  outward  wrongs,  and  inward  v/oes : 

And  tho'  thy  fhcpherd  fleeps  awhile. 

Yet  God  again  will  on  thee  Imile. 

His  wand'ring  flieep,  again  he'll  lead 

To  paftures  fair,   where  thou  fhalt  feed ; 

Where  fountains  of  eternal  reil, 

Thofe  living  waters  of  the  blefl:. 

Shall  wafh  rememb'rance  from  thy  bread, 

And  lull  thee  to  eternal  reft. 

Tho'  fufF'ring  here,  yet  fear  no  ill, 

For  God's  thy  guide  and  fhepherd  ftill : 

Then  flialt  thou  fee  thyfelf,   now  bafc, 

Refleded  back  a  cherub's  face ; 

And  there  for  all  thy  fad  alloy. 

Thy  foul  fhall  drink  full  draughts  of  joy : 

Joys  that  fhalt  make  thee  frefli  as  fpring, 

All  over  fpirit,  life  and  v/ing. 

Be  fad  no  more,  fee  yonder  cloud. 

Which  juft  now  wept,    in  fable  fhroud  ; 

In 
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In  blue  and  crimfon  richly  dreft, 
So  fliall  thy  foul  with  light  be  bleft. 
Turn  then,    oh!   turn^  behold  the  light  f 
So  God  {hall  one  day  make  thee  bright : 
Miftaken  foes,,  who  judge  thee  now, 
Shall  own  their  crimes,  adore  !  and  bow* 


A    Midnight    Thought. 

VV  OULD'ST  thou  my  trembling  foul  afpire, 
To  that  all  glorious  heav'nly  choir! 
Where  Cherubims  unnumber'd  croud. 
To  fing  their  Maker's  praife  aloud ; 
Where  all  the  griefs  that  now  alloy, 
Are  loft  in  ftreams  of  endlefs  joy. 
Set  not  thyfelf  on  things  below, 
As  thoughtlefs  man  is  wont  to  do  ; 
Roufe  all  thy  faculties,  and  ftrivc 
To  climb  th'  immortal  hill,  and  live 

To 
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To  reach  that  feat  of  blifs  on  high, 
Beyond  the  regions  of  the  ficy  ; 
Which  none  can  enter  but  the  brave, 
Who  force  their  pafTage  thro'  the  grave. 
All  things  that  do  their  kind  excel, 
Within  the  vale  of  hardihips  dwell ; 
None  ever  was,   or  good  or  great. 
Who  fat  in  Pleafures  iv'ry  feat  : 
In  vain  we  think  by  (loth  to  rife, 
In  vain  to  mount  the  ftarry  fkies. 

Oh  then,    my  foul,    contented  quit, 

The  Mammon  of  this  eartlily  pit ; 

Oh  leave  the  world,   or  quit  the  fkies, 

Or  never  hope  to  gain  the  prize. 

To  Mrs.  S.  on  her  being  prefented  with  an 
elegant  Watch,  by  her  Hufband,  on  her 
Birth-Day,   20  Years  after  Marriage. 

O  AY,  happicft  of  thy  fex,    by  what  bleft  art, 

Thou  flill  art  miftrefs  of  Alonzo's  heart  ? 

What 
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What  magic  charm  has  lent  its  powerful  aid, 

Still  to  preferve  his  fondaefs  undecay'd  ? 
For  thefe  degen'rate  days  docs  feldom  fhew, 
A  heart  fo  tender,  or  a  heart  fo  true. 

This  fplcndid  Toy  a  Bridegroom's  gift  appears, 
Tho'  Hymen  waves  his  torch  o'er  twenty  years ; 
Sigh  not  to  fee  the  minutess  glide  away, 
Not  fo  his  love,  that  never  can  decay : 
Too  tight  the  bands  which  Love  and  Prudence  make, 
Too  firm  they're  wove  for^even  Time  to  break. 
Mark  what  gay  fmiles  Alonzo's  face    adorn. 
Grateful  he  halls  his  Anna's  natal  Morn ! 
Sure  tis  a  prelude  to  the  joys  of  heav'n, 
When  Union  is  to  kindred  bofoms  siv'n. 

Teach  then,    bleft  Anna,  evVy  heedlefs  fair, 
To  make  her  wedded  Lot  with  thine  compare  ; 
For  from  thy  voice  they  may  believe  how  vain 
Is  Beauty's  pow'r  a  Lover  to  retain  : 

S  Kor 
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Nor  on  thofe  charms  that  fade,  their  empire  raifcj 
For  with  each  circling  Sun  fomic  charm  decays ; 
Nor  yet  in  full  meridian  truft  their  art, 
Which  ftrike  the  Fa?jcy^   not  engage  the  Heart ; 
Paflion  then  Beauty's  pow'r  no  longer  reigns. 
But  Virtue  binds  the  heart  in  lafting  chains ; 
Youth  from  the  eye  of  Paffion  deals  away, 
And  life  appears  a  dreary  winter's  day ; 
Celia's  amaz'd  that  Damon  is  lefs  kind, 
And  Damon  feeks  in  vain  a  charm  to  find. 


Mifiaken  pair  !    too  late  appears  the  cheat, 
Your  hearts  to  Reafon's  dictates  never  beat  ; 
Elfe  had  your  days  in  blifs  extatic  paft. 
And  each  new  Sun  rofe  bri»;htcr  than  the  laft : 
Unmov'd  on  her  firm  bafc  foft  Love  had  flood, 
And  hrav  d  all  powerful  Time's  moft  rapid  flood, 
Thus,  Anna,  ^.   thy  great  example  fir'd, 
Each  hecdltfs  female  heart  may  be  infpir'd, 


With 
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With  never-failing  efForts  to  array, 

Tlicir  minds  in  charms  that  but  with  life  decay : 

Each  take  thy  bright  example  for  her  guide, 

And  to  be  good,   her  aim  and  only  pride. 

No  more  the  marriage  tie  be  made  a  jeft, 

Nor  Vice  and  Folly  {land  with  Pride  confeft. 


Down  life's  rough  hill,  may  you  in  fafety  glide, 
With  Love,  Content,  and  Plenty  by  your  fide ; 
Long  may  indulgent  heav'n  Alonzo  fpare, 
And  fhield  your  bofom  from  a  widow's  care; 
May  Health,  fair  goddefs,    reign  beneath  your  dome, 
And  evry  focial  joy  there  fix  its  home. 
May  Friendfhip  ev'ry  other  blifs  compleat. 
And  in  your  fate  each  folid  bleffing  meet ; 
With  ev'ry  minute  may  your  joys  encreafe, 
And  as  each  fecond  flies,  one  fbrrow  ceafe. 


S  2  Th( 
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The    Advice:    A    Song. 

j[  O  U  N  G   Strephon,  blith  and  handfome  fwain,. 
The  pride  and  envy  of  the  plain, 
Tript  gaily  o'er  the  green  ; 
Young  Lucy  of  the  Mill  fat  by, 
She  viewed  him  with  attentive  eye, 
And  prais'd  his  air  and  mien* 

But,   heedlefs  Maid,   in  time,   ah.!  fly. 
Nor  let  this  wanton  fhepherd  try. 

Your  fickle  heart  to  gain  : 
Young  Damon's  truth  you  long  have  prov'd, 
"With  fondnefs  ycu'r  by  him  bclov'd, 

Then  don't  encreafc  his  pain.  ■ 

For  you  he  turns  your  fragrant  hay, 
He  folds  your  flock  at  clofe  of  day, 


And. 
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And  guards  your  Cot  by  night : 

Check  timely  then  this  kindling  iire, 

Let  no  vain  hope  your  breaft  infpirc, 

Nor  faithful  Damon  flight. 

The  choiceft  fruits  to  you  he  brino-g, 
The  Nightingale  who  plaintive  fings, 

For  thee  his  fnares  beguile  : 
With  cold  difdain,  and  froward  brow, 
You  fpurn  his  gifts,  nor  thanks  bellow. 

Nor  even  deign  to  fmile. 

Be  then  advis'd,  next  Lammas  day, 
To  Church,  and  with  the  Parfon  fay, 

I  take  thee  Damon  true ; 
The  grateful  fvvain  with  joy  will  cry, 
At  length  the  magic  knot  we  tye, 

,    Which  makes  one  heart  of  two. 

With  jocund  joy  the  bells  fhall  ring, 
The  gay  dcck'd  bridal  LafTcs  iing, 


While 
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While  Cupids  flutter  round : 

No  Maid  fo  bleft  as  Lucy  fair, 

Nor  Swain  fo  true  as  Damon  dear, 

The  conq'ring  Loves  refound. 

On  receiving  a  Nosegay  from  a  Friend. 

I  7OVELY  afiemb'lage  !  how  blooming,  fair  and  fweet ! 

In  thcc  my  Phaon's  num'rous  graces  meet ; 

Thy  lively  colours  chear  my  penlive  eye, 

Such  brightnefs  beams  when  my  lov'd  friend  is  by. 

Thy  fweet  perfume  each  fenfe  revives  and  charms  ; 

So  Phaon's  voice  my  grief-chilTd  bofom  warms. 

But  whither  v/anders  my  enraptur'd  eye  ? 
Ah,   fweets !   ye  all  muft  f;adc,   ye  all  muft  die  : 
Too  ft  I  iking  emblem  of  frail  Beauty's  pov/'r. 
Which  buds  and  blooms,   the  pageant  of  an  hour. 
That  you  muft  fade,  each  pang  renews  again  ; 
Defpair  and  t:rror  trembles  in  each  vein, 

Leaft 


1 
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Leaft  Phaon's  fricndfliip  fliould  like  you  decay : 

But  hence  !   be  gone,    ye  racking  fears  away  ; 

See,  darting  thro'  the  gloom,  a  chearing  ray. 

The  hallow  d  Myrtle  midft  thefe  flow'rs  I  view. 

Emblem  of  faithful  Love,   and  Friendfhip  true  .• 

Bkfl:  be  the  hand  which  crop'd  the  facred  balm, 

Its  pow'r  each  fear,  each  doubting  pang  can  calm. 

Plac'd  near  my  heart,  which  owns  foft  Fricndfliip's  powV, 

Fair  tribe,  ye  jfhall  refide,   and  I  adore, 

Your  heads  fliall  never  droop,   your  bloom  ne'er  die, 

Renewed  alternate  by  a  tear  and  ligh ; 

That  dew  ol:  Friendfhip,   and  that  breath  of  Love, 

Shall  add  new  luftre,   and  each  g-racc  improve  ; 

Each  hour  frclTi  bloffoms  deck  a  brighter  green. 

And  ftill  a  blooming  Nofegay  fhall  be  feen. 

To  PhaoN;,     on  New  YearVDay. 

^/^WAKE  to  joy,   my  much-lov'd  Friend, 

'Tis  Friendfliip  hails  the  y.:jar  ; 

May  heav'n  from  ev  ry  ill  defend, 

And  you  defer ve  its  care. 

May 
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May  this  new  Sun  freOi  pleafures  bring, 

And  health  and  peace  attend  ; 
Thy  life  be  one  eternal  fpring, 

Each  one  you  know,  a  Friend. 

May  you  with  Competence  be  bleft, 
And  Honor  be  your  guide  ; 

May  Friendfhip  ever  warm  your  breaft, 
And  facred  Truth  prefidc. 

Think  not  the  abundance  you  poffefs> 

Is  given  alone  to  you  ; 
Relieve  the  Virtuous  in  diftrefs, 

Nor  let  them  vainly  fue. 

Nor  think  that  earthly  pomp  and  fiate, 
Can  purchafe  blifs  in  hcav'n  ; 

They  cannot  bribe  that  Judge  fo  great, 
Whofe  Blood  for  Man  was  siv'n. 


Th( 
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The  prcfent  hour  alone  is  thine, 

The  future  flies  thy  view ; 
The  beggar,   though  he  has  no  fhrinc, 

Is  yet  as  great  as  you. 

May  you  dcfcrve  each  joy  fincere. 

May  blifs  above  be  thine ; 
And  not  one  mean  or  fordid  care, 

Thy  fearing  foul  confine. 

The   Complaint,    to  Almira, 

J^J^L  gracious  hcav'n,  v^^hat  words  can  paint  my  woes, 

While  Grief's  ftrong  tide,  in  waves  impetuous  flows  ? 

Oh !  may  foft  Pity  in  thy  bofom  dwell, 

While  I,   if  grief  permits,  my  forrows  tell. 

Our  fouls  by  Friendfliip's  bands  were  early  tied, 

My  adverfc  fate,  thy  Fricndfliip's  force  has  tried. 

E'er  time  could  teach  me  knowledge  of  mankind, 

Or  learning  fortify  the  tender  mind  ; 

X  Misfortune 
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Misfortune  came,   in  fable  horror  drcft. 
And  hxt  her  emoire  in  mv  artlefs  breaft : 
In  divers  forms  the  dreadtul  Maid  appcar'd. 
No  ray  of  hope  my  gloomy  profped  clear'd ; 
And  Sleep's  foft  god  invok'd,   refusd  to  calm 
My  lab'ring  iorrows  with  his  healing  balm. 
The  ills  of  life,   and  human  weaknefs,   fuch. 
We  know  too  little,   'till  we  know  too  much ; 
The  sngry  Planets  their  black  influence  fhed, 
While  pitying  Nature  penfive  hung  her  head, 
And  pitying,   wept  upon  the  chcarlefs  night. 
Which  brought  mc  forth  to  mis'ry  and  light. 
But  who  can  counteracfl  ftern  Fate's  decree  ? 
In  vain  we  ftrugglc  with  our  deftiny 
Againft  ill  Fortune,   all  our  forclight  fails, 
'Gainft  heav'n's  fuprcme  decrees  it  nought  avails^ 

But  art  is  vain,  and  lanoruao;e  too  confin'd, 
To  paint  the  conflids  of  my  toitur'd  mind ; 


And 
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And  med'cines  healing  pow'r  elTays  ia  vain, 

To  cure  thofe  pangs  which  flow  from  mental  pain  : 

There's  that  within,   which  battles  all  its  art, 

A  wounded  Spirit,  and  a  broken  Heart. 

How  long  will  cruel  fate  rclentlefs  hear, 

The  heart-born  figh,   and  mock  the  flowing  tear  ? 

Mufl:  anguiili  ever  wear  the  trembling  nerves, 

Say  what  fad  crime  luch  dreadful  pangs  defcrves  ? 

2vly  adverfe  tare  from  its  exhauftlefs  ftore. 

Has  drawn  one  fliarp,  one  poifon'd  arrow  more ; 

To  you  its  tatal  meiiage  I  impart, 

While  heav'n  beholds  its  rankle  in  my  heart. 

Barb'd  with  the  pangs  of  difappointed  love, 

I  feel  each  pain  the  human  foul  can  prove  \ 

You,   oh  I    Almira,   know  the  charming  youth, 
Whofe  words,   whole  eyes,   cxprefs'd  eternal  truih, 
And  witnefs  of  his  merit,  you  approved 
My  boundlefs  paflion,   and  my  conflant  love  : 

T  2  But 
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But  all !  my  friend,  he  has  been  taught  to  know^ 
That  blifs  alone  from  wealth  and  honors  flow  ; 
And  if  his  vows  your  humbler  friend  receive, 
Shall  he  with-held  what  his  kind  fate  can  give? 
Thus  urg'd,  he  has  his  tender  claim  refign'd, 
Nor  few  the  pangs  it  cofl:  his  gen'rous  mind : 
A  richer  Maid  his  broken  vows  receives, 
While  in  keen  anguiQi  thy  Amanda  lives  ; 
Far  from  my  gazing  eyes,  alas !  he's  gone,. 
My  peace,  my  blifsful  hours  all  are  flown  i. 
Pale  forrows  rife  in  ev'ry  path  I  tread. 
And  ev'ry  ray  of  future  comfort's  fled. 

You  bid  mc  cherifli  hope,  ah !  there  is  none,. 
While  Fortune  waits,  and  fmiles  on  him  alone ; 
Reflection  fcrves  but  to  augment  my  pain, 
Since  it  pronounces  each  fond  wifli  is  vain.. 
But  ablerice,   time,   or  woe,  can  ne'er  allay, 
A  flame  encreaflng  with  each  new-born  day ; 


Tis 
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^Tis  only  death  can  interrupt  its  courfe, 

Or  rob  my  paffion  of  its  nativ^e  force : 

But  now  Defpair  augments  thofe  pangs  that  flow, 

From  black  corroding  Care,  and  fcft'ring  Woe ; 

For  mine  are  griefs  the  heart  muft  fink  beneath, 

Since  doubt  is  frenzy,  and  convidlion  death. 

Let  Stoics  write,  and  reafon  as  they  wil]. 

Frail  human  Nature^  will  be  human  Nature  ftill : 

May  my  fad  Fate,  and  dear  bought  Knowledge  tell, 

How  great  a  Curfe  it  is  to  love  too  well. 

Why,   oh  !  ye  pow'rs,  was  I  not  born  to  know,. 

That  blifs  which  from  congenial  bofoms  flow  ? 

Bleft  !  bleft  my  days  had  been,  had  a  kind  fate 

But  made  mc  wealthy,  as  it  made  him  great ; 

The  foft  wing'd  hours  had  ftolc  unheeded  by, 

And  mutual  blifs  repell'd  each  rifing  ligh. 

If  mutual  Love  on  earth  was  giv'n, 
Ev'n  holy  pricfts  would  feck  no  other  heav'n  ; 


But 
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But  peace,   impatient  heart,   nor  dire  to  be, 
An  impious  murm'rer  'gainft  hcav'n's  decree  : 
Had  Florio  but  with  equal  ardor  lov'd, 
My  raptur'd  foul  might  have  regardkfs  prov'd  ; 
Immers'd  in  temp'ral  joys,   and  vainly  great. 
Had  difbeliev'd  this  vras  a  mortal  ftate. 
But  iharp  afflidlion  has  convinced  me  now, 
No  folid  blifs  is  to  be  found  below  ; 
Our  morn's  may  fmilc,    our  noon's  refulgent  beam, 
But  fct  in  darknefs,  and  prove  life  a  dream. 
Such  then  are  mine,  devoted  to  Defpair, 
Cutcafl:  from  blifs,  a  prey  to  ceafelefs  Care, 
Hafte,  refcuc  from  hcrfelf,  thy  wretched  friend, 
Whofe  days  rife  chearlefs,   and  more  chearlcfs  end. 
No  foothing  voice,  to  footh  my  throbbing  breaft, 
No  friend  to  lull  my  beating  heart  to  reft. 
Come,   Rcfignation,   from  thy  bright  fphere. 
And  make  my  proftrate  foul  its  God  revere ; 
Oh  !   hafte  kind  Death,   and  clofe  the  horrid  fcene. 
But  let  not  Florio's  image  rufti  between  ; 


Leaft 
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Lead  my  fond  foul  fliould  ftruggle  with  thy  pow'r> 
And  for  one  look,   implore  another  hour. 
Kind  hcav'n  forgive  my  guilt,   if  guilt  it  be, 
That  Florio  fhares  my  parting  foul  with  thee  ; 
For  none  but  Floria  could  my  paflage  ftay, 
From  the  pure  pleafurcs  of  eternal  day  ; 
But  fince  Fate  will  not  my  fond  wiflies  crown, 
Life  has  no  charms,  and  I  am  all  thy  own. 

All  gracious  heav'n  accept  my  fervent  pray'r, 
Make  the  dear  youth  thy  own  peculiar  care ; 
So  fhall  his  days  in  peace  and  honor  wear : 
And  make  the  happy  Maid,   who  e'er  fhc  be,, 
Adore,  revere,  and  fondly  love  like  me  ; 
As  thou  made  human  nature  frail,  look  down, 
With  god-like  Virtue  all  his  actions  crown, 
Grant  him  due  fenfe  of  all  thy  mercies  fhewn, 
So  fhall  he  thy  all-bounteous  goodncfs  own  : 
Let  no  unworthy  thouglit  his  foul  debafe, 
Nor  let  him  dread  to  meet  thy  awful  face  ; 


Where 
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When  tliou  command'ft,  may  he  enraptured  foar, 

To  thy  right  hand,  and  pleafures  evermore  ; 

Yet  Florio  grant  the  tribute  of  a  tear, 

When  death  refigns  me  to  the  friendly  bier  : 

May  ev'ry  blifs  Almira's  Lot  attend, 

A  happy  contraft  to  her  wretched  friend  ; 

While  I  fubmit  with  refignation  pure. 

And  patient  all  heav'n's  chaft'ning  ftrokes  endure. 

To  Mifs ,  on  Reading  an  Account  of 

her  Misfortunes, 

J[  F  woes  are  thine,  fuch  as  thy  pen  relate, 
Unhappy  Maid  !   fevere  is  indeed  thy  fate  : 
Oh  !    how  could  fmiling  Infancy  excite. 
Aught  in  a  Father's  breaft,   but  fond  delight ; 
Thy  helplefs  age  cou'd  not  oppofe  his  will. 
Nor  with  dire  purpofes  his  boforn  fill ; 
But  when  ftrong  Nature  fail'd  to  plead  thy  Caufe, 
Vain  were  the  menaces  of  human  laws. 

But 
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But  heav'n,  for  ends  man  was  not  made  to  fee, 

Permits  on  earth,   enormous  crimes  to  be  ; 

Sparks  from  a  nit  rous  flame,   not  furer  flv, 

Than  man  is  born  to  fufFer,   e'er  he  die  : 

To  try  our  Virtue,   anguifli  here  is  giv'n, 

And  guiltlefs  fighs  are  incenfe  fweet  to  heav'n. 

Beats  there  a  Heart  which  melts  not  at  thy  woes  ? 

Moves  there  a  Tongue  from  whence  not  comfort  flows  ? 

Surely  no  one  can  view  thy  pond'rous  grief, 

And  not  unbidden,   fly  to  give  relief; 

Such  as  thy  fate  admits,  and  you  demand, 

From  cv'ry  feeling  heart,  and  liberal  hand  ; 

For  furc  'tis  pain  fupreme  for  thee  to  know. 

The  hand  from  whence  thy  numerous  forrows  flow, 

Is  that  which  fliould  thy  infant  form  have  rear'd, 

Fafliion'd  thy  mind,   as  Reafon  had  appeared ; 

Careful  have  led  thee  thro'  Youth's  dano-'rous  maze. 

And  from  dependence  have  fecur'd  thy  days  : 

Not  trufted  to  a  fordid  world  thy  fate, 

For  which  I  blufh,  while  I  review  thy  flate. 

U  '  But 
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But  hadft  thou  hid  thefe  crimes  from  public  view. 
Full  half  their  guilt  had  then  recoird  on  you  :. 
To  mantle  Vice,   is  to  befriend  her  caufe. 
And  aid  her  pow'rs  to  break  fair  Virtue's  laws. 
In  other's  portraits  oft  ourfelves  appear,  S 

When  moral  precepts  all  too  feeble  are  ? 
To  wake  the  heart,  flumb'ring  in  felf-conceit. 
Where  Pride  and  Folly  ftrengthen  fiill  the  cheat- 
But  men,   to  men  are  mirrors  where  they  view. 
Their  Faults  and  Follies  in  a  light  fo  true ; 
The  ftrong  refemblance  ever  ftrikes  the  mind 
With  truths,   to  which  felf-love  before  was  blind. 

Ye  blooming  Maids  and  gentle  Youths,  who  are 
BlcPc  with  a  fond  indulgent  Parent's  care ; 
Guard  well  the  precious  gift  kind  heav'n  beftows, 
Cherifh  the  fource  whence  all  thy  fafcty  flows ; 
With  Duty,   Liwe,   and  Tendernefs  repay. 
As  ye  would  merit  at  that  aweful  day  ; 

When: 
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When  heav'ns  jufi:  fentence  of  eternal  pain, 
Shall  thofe  await,  who  Duty's  laws  profane* 
And  ye  ftern  Fathers  blame  not  W — 's  bold  pen, 
She  paints  no  Parent^  but  the  worft  of  men  ; 
Nor  fear  your  blooming  OiFspring  fhould  behold, 
Thofe  fcenes  of  guilt,   her  wants  alone  unfold : 
Your  duty  paid,   the  Gontraft  their  s  will  bind, 
And  fill  with  facred  awe,  the  fillial  mind. 
Crimes  fuch  as  this  fad  Orphan's  pen  employ, 

Alone  can  Children's  reverence  deftroy  ; 
Or  cancel  a6ls  of  Love,  which  want  a  name. 

Or  end  that  gratitude,  fond  Parents  claim. 

For  you,  ye  Critic  herd,  with  jaundic'd  eye, 

Hence  !   far  from  thefe  moving  harmlefs  pages  fly  ; 

Vent  not  your  fpleen  where  Mis'ry's  voice  alone, 
.    In  humble,   artlefs  accents  makes  her  moan  ; 
Wk  Hurl  your  harfli  cenfures  on  the  pois'nous  pen, 
W  Which  not  corredl,   but  daily  vitiate  men  ; 

Which  Vice  in  each  enchanting  form  has  dreft, 

That  can  corrupt  and  tempt  Youth's  pliant  breaft ; 

U  2  Itfelf, 
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Itfelf,  its  Maker's  image  to  debafe. 
At  once  its  Country's  curfe,  and  its  difgrace  : 
Be  fuch  the  objeds  of  thy  honeft  frown, 
Nor  let  fuch  foes  to  Virtue  fill  the  town. 
May  pitying  heav'n  the  fuff'rers  wrongs  repair,  l 

Unite,  ye  Good,  and  fnatch  her  from  defpair ; 
And  let  her  meet  from  you,  a  Parent's  care. 


I 


To  Mifs  Maria  S.  on  her  Birth-Day. 

X  HE  ruddy  morn  bids  joys  arifc. 

To  hail  thy  natal  day  ; 
May  each  fond  wifh  afcend  the  fkies,. 

Which  guides  my  heart-felt  lay. 

May  ev'ry  good  and  joy  attend, 

And  blooming  health  be  thine; 
Warm  as  the  wifnes  of  thy  friend, 

On  thee  may  Fortune  fhine. 
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In  this  frail  ftate  may  you  remain 

From  ev"ry  forrow  free  ; 
And  may  the  fmiling  Fates  ordain, 

Eternal  blifs  for  thee. 

The    Wish. 

I   J  E  T  the  fordid  mind  for  riches  toil, 

And  make  mankind  its  flaves : 
Let  Av'rice  nature  s  works  difpoil, 

And  dare  the  raging  waves. 
Say  can  Wealth  bid  Contentment  live 

In  craving  Souls  below  ? 
Can  Pow'r  a  peaceful  Confcience  give, 

Or  bid  bright  Virtue  glow  ? 
From  cradles  we  admire  what's  gay, 

And  catch  at  glitt'ring  toys : 
And  as  our  fancy  teems  each  day, 
Grafp  fiill  impcrfed  joys. 


My. 
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My  highefl  Wifli  I  now  declare, 

May  I  with  means  be  bleft ; 
To  fnatch  the  wretched  from  defpair, 

And  eafc  the  labrino  breaft* 
Where  Mis'ry  is  to  Virtue  join'd, 
There  fix  my  conftant  care  ; 
With  Precepts  fill  the  untaught  mind, 

And  teach  it  heav^'n  to  fear. 
May  I  ne'er  blufli  my  thoughts  to  own, 
Thouofh  devious  from  the  croud  ; 
But  fpurn  each  Vice  from  Cuftom  grown. 

Which  Virtue's  rays  o'ercloud. 
We  live  not  for  ourfelves  alone, 

But  freely  to  impart. 
Our  aid  and  care  to  ev'ry  one, 

Who  feels  Misfortune's  dart. 
My  hand  fhall  check  the  rifing  tear. 

Or  fharc  the  SufF'rers  woe, 
I'll  cherifh  Merit,   Truth  revere. 

While  Life's  warm  ftream  fliall  flow» 

Elegy 
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Elegy  on  Mrs.  Susannah  Allason,  Relict 
of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Allason,  of  Middleton,  ^ 
in  the  Biihoprick  of  Durham,  who  endured  • 
many  Years  illnefs  with  exemplary  Patience. 
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Jfj^ERE  on  the  lap  of  earth,   her  native  bed,  1 

The  fofteft  pillow  for  an  aching  head  ; 

See  the  long  dying,    patient  fuff'rcr  laid. 

In  peace  fhe  reds,  a  tempeft-bcaten  flow'r, 

Conq'refs  of  years^  yet  Conqucft  of  an  hour. 

So  falls  the  braveft  champion  of  the  wood, 

The  goodly  Oak,  that  long  expos'd  has  flood, 

To  all  the  fhocks  of  a.  rude  bluft'ring  war, 

To  winds  and  rain,  and  rebels  of  the  air ; 

After  a  gen'rous  conflid:  with  them  all, 

At  length  by  one  ftrong  mafter-ftrokc  doth  fall. 

Thus  (he,   but  ah!   I  tremble  to  relate. 
How  great  her  Courage,  and  how  hard  her  Fate. 

Cities 


Cities  wc  read,  and  citadels  of  rock, 
Of  ten  loner  Summers  fiere,  have  borne  the  fhock  ; 
But  for  a  wall  of  flelh,  a  houfc  of  clay, 
Thus  to  endure,   is  more  than  Man  can  fay. 
Who,    but  the  mark  of  hcav'n's  peculiar  care. 
Could  fuch  fharp  pangs  with  pious  calmncfs  bear  ? 
Weak  trembling  Mortals,    foon  as  terrors  come, 
Faint,   droop,   and  fhrink  into  the  friendly  tomb. 
But  flie  to  impious  murmurs  ne'er  did  yield, 
SmiFd  e'en  in  pain,  and  bravely  kept  the  field : 
Thro'  ftormy  billows,  and  a  fea  of  tears, 
Urg'd  on  her  hcav'nly  ta(k  for  twenty  years. 
But  thro'  the  longell  and  the  darkeft  night, 
1  he  blackefl:  fliadcs  have  their  returns  of  light : 
Troubles,  tho'  ne'er  fo  long  extended,   yet 
Have  all  their  periods  and  their  exits  fet. 
No  more  in  pain  fhe  rears  her  humble  head, 
No  more  flccp  flics  her  irkfome  mortal  bed  ; 
N  o  more  diilorted,   rack'd  with  pain  fhe  lies. 
No  more  her  bofom  heaves  convulfive  fighs. 


The 


r  is5  ] 

The  ftars  have  all  their  poifon'd  arrows  fpent, 

By  heav'n  for  trial  of  her  Virtue  fent. 

Her  toils  are  o'er,  and  all  her  grief  and  pain, 

Calm'd  like  the  halcyon  bofom  of  the  main  : 

Her  labour's  over,  and  her  warfare  done, 

And  one  unceafing  reign  of  blifs  begun  : 

For  if  afflidions  wing  the  foul  to  God, 

She  was  moft  bleft,   beneath  his  chaft'ning  rod. 

Patient  fhe  bore  Oppreflion's  iron  hand, 

Convinc'd  it  mov'd  by  God's  exprefs  command  ; 

To  him  flie  left  her  injury's  to  repay, 

And  for  forgivenefs  for  her  Foes  did  pray. 

May  her  example  ev'ry  brcaft  infpire. 

So  may  our  fouls  to  heav'nly  blifs  afpirc. 

Vice    and    Virtue, 


'X^RIUMPHANT  Vice  may  for  a  while, 
Miilaken  Man's  weak  heart  becruile  ; 


X  In 
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In  gaudy  pomp  and  luftre  (liine, 
With  Venus  fup,  with  Bacchus  dine  ; 
The  good  defpife,  and  trample  on 
The  ufeful,  and  the  honeft  one  : 
But  fooner  fhall  the  king  of  kings 
Invert  the  right  and  wrong  of  things. 
Then  let  the  innocent  and  juft, 
Submit  to  ftripes  from  kindred  duft. 

But  Vice  a  while,    tho'  bright  as  day. 
Shall  foon  like  fetting  Suns  decay  ; 
And  Innocence,   tho'  veiFd  in  night, 
Shall  foon  as  rifing  Suns  grow  bright  i. 
Suns  that  fhall  never  fet  again, 
But  fhine  eternal  with  a  train 
Of  endlefs  glories,   brighter  far, 
Than  Suns  and  Stars  together  are ; 
While  all  the  pomp  of  Vice  and  Pride, 
Shall  like  unccafinor  waters  glide. 


And 
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And  never  more  behold  the  day, 

But  in  eternal  darknefs  lay. 

To  T.  O.  Efqr,   who  was  Born  on  Christ- 
mas-Day, 

X  H  E  facredj  aweful  morn !  which  gave  thee  Birth, 

To  uncreated  w^orlds  falvation  gave ; 
To  contrite  iinners,   hope,  and  peace  on  earth, 

Death  loft  its  fting,  and  Vidl'ry  fled  the  grave. 

Thy  Saviour  came  in  humble  meeknefs  dreft, 

His  matchlefs  fuff'rings  prov'd  his  boundlefs  love ; 

For  thee  the  jav'lin  pierc'd  his  guiltlefs  breaft, 
That  thou  might  tafte  eternal  biifs  above. 

Then  let  thy  grateful  thanks  to  heav'n  afcend, 

Mark'd  by  thy  Birth  the  fav'rite  child  of  heav'n ; 

With  humble  heart  thy  Saviour's  fteps  attend, 

Much  is  expelled  where  great  wealth  is  giv'n. 

X  2  Tliy 
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Thy  bounteous  God  has  richly  ftor'd  thy  mind. 

With  ev'ry  principle  that's  good  and  great ; 
While  Learning  has  thy  native  drofs  refin'd, 

And  form'd  thee  to  deferve  a  fmiling  fate. 

Let  not  Ambition^  with  her  cheating  ray, 

Or  fenfelefs  Mirth,   thy  precious  hours  employ  ;; 

Let  no  one  ad  difgrace  thy  natal  day, 
And  rob  thy  bofom  of  internal  joy. 

By  thy  great  Mafter's  bright  example  led, 

Ah  !   let  not  rage  unharmonize  thy  voice ; 

Let  foft  Compailion  grace  thy  ev'ry  deed, 

And  make  the  SuiT'rers  fighing  heart  rejoice.. 

Purfue,  v/ith  flcady  aim  and  pious  care, 

That  path  which  leads  to  God  and  peace  below; 
So  fhall  thy  morns  a  fmiling  afped:  v/ear,, 

Nor  ftarts  of  guilt  thy  balmy  flumbcrs  know> 


For. 
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For  ever  keep  thy  natal  hour  in  view, 

And  ne'er  {halt  thou  from  Virtue's  didlates  ftray, 
So  heav'n  fhall  pour  each  earthly  blifs  on  you, 

And  crown  thy  labours  with  eternal  day. 

Love  and  Friendship. 

To    Mifs     M  I  R  A    S . 

J_J  EAR    Mira,  were  it  poffible  to  find 

Two  kindred  fouls  in  Hymen's  fetters  join'd  : 

Nought  then  on  earth  could  interrupt  our  joy, 

But  Love  and  Peace  would  ev'ry  hour  employ. 

To  fee  the  BuUrufh  wedded  to  the  Oak, 

The  gen'rous  Steed  with  Tygers  in  a  yoke ; 

The  Hawk  or  Eagle  woo  the  Turtle-dove, 

Or  Wolves  to  harmlefs  Lambkins  making  love ; 

Hovv'ftrange'twouldfeem,  the  fame  with  nymphs  and  fwains, 

Who  heedlefs  rufh  into  the  nuptial  chains. 

Forbear. 
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Forbear  then,   ah  !  ye  Youths  and  Virgins  fair, 
Hecdlefs  to  wander  into  Cupid's  fnare ; 
To  brave  the  winds  on  troubl'd  fea  is  fad, 
To  venture  on  the  fea  of  Love  s  as  bad :  I 

Unlefs  each  veflel  does  in  concert  ride, 
With  union  flags,  and  jointly  ftem  the  tide, 
Circe's  dread  fhore  no  greater  ills  furround. 
Than  in  Love's  dang'rous  voyage  are  found ; 
Syrens  to  lure  us  ev'ry  where  are  fet, 
But  faithful  hearts  are  rarely  to  be  met. 

Oh  !   facred  Friendfliip,   fweet  extatic  found. 

Where  art  thou  Love  !  where  Friendship's  to  be  found  ? 

Thou  art  the  balls  of  a  lafting  Love, 

All  other  fpurious  or  abortive  prove  ; 

Thou  art,  by  Nature's  ftridt  command  allied, 

In  lilken  bands  of  pure  aiJedion  tied  : 

Both  facred  are,   when  centcr'd  in  one  frame, 

And  form  one  lafting  one  celeftial  flame  ! 

Love's  facred  temple  on  thy  bails  rear'd. 

Is  confecratc  to  heav'n  ;— by  men  rever'd  : 

The 
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The  cement  then  is  ftronger  knit  by  far, 

Than  clofeft  joints  in  maftcr-buildings  are  ^ 

Rich  bleffings  drop  around  in  gentle  fhow'rs, 

And  Life's  fair  tree  is  hung  with  fruits  and  flow'rs. 

No  arts  of  foes,   or  incidents  of  life, 

Can  work  the  leaft  unkindnefs,  pain,  or  flrife. 

What  then  is  pow'r,  or  gold,  or  rank,   or  pride, 

Or  all  the  fplendor  of  the  world  befide  ? 

They're  trifling  all,  no  pleafurcs  are  fo  fweet, 

As  thofe  which  in  congenial  tempers  meet. 

Not  all  the  wealth  which  dares  the  faithlefs  feas, 

Nor  all  the  beds  of  down,   or  Stoics  eafe. 

Can  make  fo  fweet,  fo  foft  a  couch  as  thefe. 

Elifian  poppies  lull  the  pair  to  reft, 

And  dreams  of  blifs  make  e'en  their  /lumbers  bleft  : 

If  hcav'n  a  kindred  heart  fhould  deign  to  o-ive. 

Then  hafte,  dear  Maid,  the  Gordion  knot  to  weave  : 

The  foul  for  folitude  was  ne'er  defip^n'd, 

God  gave  the  word,  and  blcfs'd  the  focial  mind. 


1 
\ 


From 
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From  faithful  Love,  and  facrcd  Friendfliip  flow. 
The  only  real  lafUng  blifs  below. 

Paraphrase  on  the  nth  Psalm. 

j^  ECU  RE  the  fliip  in  ftormy  tempeft  rides, 
If  fafely  moor'd  in  farthcft  inland  tides ; 
Safe  too  the  fabrick  on  its  bafis  ftands, 
That's  built  upon  a  rock,  and  not  on  fands : 
They  build  on  rocks,  and  reft  on  Aaron's  rod, 
Serene  as  heav'n,  and  fafe  who  truft  in  God, 
Let  inundations  of  diftreffcs  flow, 
Let  all  the  blafts  of  worldly  forrows  blow, 
Let  men  and  devils  ilioot  their  arrows  keen, 
They  cannot  hurt,  whom  God  delights  to  fcrecn  ; 
In  thee.   Oh    Father  !   I  my  truft  repofe, 
No  more  I  dread  the  pow'r  of  mortal  foes : 
For  fearlefs  innocence  approv'd  on  high. 
Smiles  at  drawn  daggers,  and  their  points  defy. 


Me, 
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Me,  oh !  my  God,  thou  from  ray  youth  haft  led, 
Why  then  fhould  I  fierce  Bulls  of  Bafan  dread  ? 
For  though  I  walk  in  Death,  I  fear  no  ill, 
Thou  art  my  Light,  my  Hope,  and  anchor  ftilL 

Epitaph  on  the  Author's  Parents. 

jj TOP, Traveller— tread  foft — with  rev'rcnce  drop  a  tear: 
The  afhes  of  God'a  bcft  work— an  honcft  man  lies  here  ; 
Heav'n  to  his  pray'rs  a  faithful  partner  gave. 
In  life  united— fliares  the  filcnt  grave. 
Each  heav'nly  Virtue  join'd  to  form  her  life, 
True  Friend^  fond  Mother,  and  unequal'd  Wife. 

Ecclesiastes,  Chap.  xi.  Ver.  i. 

**  Cafl;  thy  bread   upon  the  waters :    for  thou   (halt  find  it 
**  after  many  days." 

y^  H   thou  of  little  faith,   why  dofl:  thou  hoard 

Thy  ftiining  pelf,   thou,    Mifcr,    why  ? 

So  load  with  coftly  fare  thy  crouded  board  ; 

Deaf  to  the  Widow  and  the  Orphan's  cry  ? 

Y  Look 
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Look  round,  and  fee  how  many  fellow-worms, 
With  meagre  looks  implore  thy  needful  aid;. 

Rejoic'd  to  taftc  of  thy  fupcrfluous  crumbs, 
Vv^hich  thou  to  wafte  are  not  afraid. 

"  Gather  the  crumbs,  that  none  be  loft," 

Said  Jefus,  when  he  dealt  his  heav'nly  bread ; 

Shall  we  not  fave  them  from  our  coft. 

To  feed  the  poor,  when  we  by  hcav'n  are  fed  ? 

Oh  Faith!  oh  Charity!  fweet  twins, 
Offspring  of  heav'n  1  oh,   had  we 

One  grain  to  bury  with  our  fini, 

How  would  it  flioot  into  a  goodly  tree. 

Pray  then  for  Grace,  with  hope  difperfe  abroad. 
Thy  pearls  in  alms,  as  feed  into  the  ground  f 

They  11  not  be  loft,  tho'  coarfc  and  deep  the  road, 
But  at  the  laft  a  golden  crop  be  found. 
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To  Charles  L.  Efq,  on  his  Birth-Day. 

y\CCEPT  thefe  untaught  numbers,  nor  refufe, 
The  grateful  tribute  of  an  infant  Mufe ; 
Whofc  onljr  merit  is  to  fing  thy  worth, 
And  celebrate  the  morn  which  gave  thee  birth. 
'Man  born  to  woe,  is  not  allow'd  by  fate 
To  tafte  of  joy,  but  in  his  infant  ftatc; 
For  time  ftcals  all  thofe  blifsful  hours  away. 
And  peace  deferts  us  with  each  fleeting  day : 
Mature  age  demands  man's  ev'ry  pow'r, 
To  feize  the  bleffings  of  each  paffing  hour. 
Oh  !  may  thy  bofom  no  afflidion  know, 
May  nought  but  happinefs  around  thee  flow ; 
When  Pleafure  wooes  you  to  her  trcach'rous  arms, 
And  fond  purfuits  your  panting  bofom  warms ; 
Let  not  example,  worth  like  thine  dcftroy. 
Nor  wreck  thy  peace  for  one  polluted  joy. 

Y  2  Still 
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Still  be  thy  mind  as  faultlefs  as  thy  face, 
The  kecnefl:  Satire  on  a  vicious  race. 
May  Virtue's  didlatcs  make  you  truly  great, 
And  no  dark  moments  hover  o^er  your  iate  : 
Be  all  vour  days  unclouded  and  fcrene. 
Nor  pain,  or  guilt,   or  forrow  intervene..    ^ 
May  Providence  from  ev'ry  ill  defend,, 
And  blamclefs  pleafures  on  thy  will  attend ; 
May  heav'n  my  wifhes  crown,  fincere  they  flow>. 
And  mark  thy  days  with  ev'ry  good  below ; 
May  Friendfhip's  ray  gild  ev'ry  gloomy  hour, 
And  thus  in  all  his  works  thy  God  adore : 
May  blooming  health  a  mind  at  eafe  confefs, 
And  heav'n  thy  foul  with  peace  eternal  blefs. 

To  a  Popular  Candidate  at  an  Election 

in  the  Year  1776. 

jf\^  N  D   is  it  thus  a  ferviie  herd  repay. 
Thy  firm  refiftance  'gainft  dcfpotic  fway, 

And; 
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And  thus  their  Patriots  crown  ? 
Ungrateful  Britons  was  thy  facred  care. 
For  them  thou  didft  each  threatened  danger  dare. 

And  brav'd  thy  Sov'reign's  frown. 

Say,    where  is  England's  guardian  genius  fled  ? 
She  droops  appall'd,   opprefs'd  flic  hangs  her  head. 

Nor  fpreads  her  facred  flame. 
Cato,  arifc  !   awake  our  flumb'ring  guard, 
But  oh !   conceal  her  Patriot  fon's  reward,. 

And  hide  Britannia's  fliame* 

Tho'  at  thy  wrongs  my  foul  indignant  glows, 
Yet  Pity  for  my  bleeding,  falling  Country  flows, 

And  bids  me  plead  her  caufe ; 
Do  thou,   tho'  injur'd,   ftill  thy  wrongs  forego. 
Swift  fnatch  the  Cyprus  from  fair  Freedom  s  brow, 

And  fix  her  trembling  Laws. 


View 
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View  Belifariusj  tho'  profcrib*d  and  blind. 
Still  lab'ring  with  a  firm  heroic  mind, 

To  fave  the  Roman  name  ; 
Revenge  iinfated,  fled  his  noble  breaft, 
He  mourn'd  his  Prince  by  fycophants  opprefl;, 

.And  facred  held  his  fame. 

"Proud  Rome  alike  her  Regulus  can  boaft. 
Shall  Britain,   by  internal  tcmpcfts  toft. 

Produce  not  ont  brave  fon  ? 
Who,  proof 'gainft  ribbands,  contrads,  proof 'gainft  fear, 
Who,    uncorrupt,   thro'  golden  feas  can  fleer, 

And  all  State  quick-fands  fliun. 

Yes,   fuch  there  arc,  unite  and  rival  Rome, 

Scorn  private  ends,  lead  on  to  Freedom's  dome  ; 

Avert  th'  impending  fate ; 

Acres  to  come  {hall  hail  each  guardian  name. 

And  ftamp  thofc  Hero's  with  immortal  famc^ 

Who  fav'd  a  finking  State. 

On 
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On  the    Messiah. 

HEN  infant  harmony  as  yet  was  young, 
And  facred  numbers  warm'd  the  Poets  tongue  ; 
To  purge  from  native  Vice  the  human  foul, 
,To  wake  the  Paffions,   and  enlarge  the  whole  ;, 
For  this  great  end  was  Poetry  deiign'd, 
At  once  to  regulate,  and  pleafe  the  mind. 
But  now,  alas !  in  this  degen'rate  age, 
The  taints  of  Vice  pollute  the  Poets  page  y 
No  more  they  fing  their  great  Creator's  praifc, 
Nor  tune  their  foften'd  lyres  to  heav'nly  lays. 

But  thou,  my  Mufe,  thy  artlefs  Bard  infpire, 
With  purer  judgement,  and  diviner  fire ; 
To  nobler  fubjcds  guide  thy  humble  wing. 
And  praife  his  name  who  gave  thcc  pow'r  to  fing« 
Difdain  the  path  degenerate  Poets  trod  ; 
Nor  think  it  mean  to  celebrate  thy  God. 

Since 
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Since  choirs  of  angels  in  thy  fong  fliall  join, 
And  golden  harps  thy  harmony  refine. 

Long  had  the  pow'r  of  Satan  rul'd  the  earth, 
And  latent  feeds  gave  fertile  Evil  birth  ; 
In  vain  of  Vice  the  hoary  Seers  complain, 
And  Prophets  threat  the  ftubborn  race  in  vaint 
With  fcorn  the  facred  Mcfl*cno;ers  u^cre  heard. 
They  were  rcvil'd,   nor  their  great  God  revcr'd. 
But  obftinately  bent,  and  firm  to  Vice, 
Their  precepts  fcorn'd,  and  his  great  powV  Jcfpife. 
Ifaiah  now  foretold  Mefliah's  birth. 
Peace  and  falvation  to  the  fons  of  earth  ; 
That  founds  of  war  their  direful  rage  fhould  ceafe, 
And  all  the  earth  be  univerfal  peace  : 
The  impious  world  fhould  wage  revenge  no  more. 
The  threatening  thunder  fhould  no  longer  roar : 
Overcome  with  fhame,   Iniquity  lie  dead, 
And  banifh'd  Virtue  rear  her  injured  head. 


Tor 


{     169    ] 
For  thanklefs  man,  his  great  Creator  dies, 
Himfclf  the  God,  himfelf  the  facrifice  ; 
For  them  with  pain  the  galling  crofs  he  bore, 
For  them  he  wept,   who  ne'er  could  weep  before  : 
For  them  his  ihoulders  felt  the  pond'rous  load. 
When  faint  with  toil,  he  trod  the  rugged  road. 
When  harden'd  murd'rers  ftood  rclentlefs  by, 
Nor  dropt  a  tear  from  a  repenting  eye  ; 
When  refcu'd  finners  fhould  have  eas'd  his  moan. 
Paid  tear  for  tear,  and  utter  d  groan  for  groan  : 
For  us  with  thorns  his  facred  temples  bled. 
While  crimfon  drops  bedew'd  his  Godlike  head. 
For  us  he  bore  th'  infulting  foldier's  fcorn, 
Supprcfs'd  his  anguifh,  and  forbore  to  mourn. 
What  pangs,  alas !  what  cxfl:acy  of  fmart, 
Muft  rend  my  great  Redeemer's  bounteous  heart ! 
When  torn  with  fpears,  and  red  with  facred  gore, 
Thofc  eyes  were  clos'd,  which  blefs'd  the  world  before. 
But,   ah  !   he  dies 


The 
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The  trembling  accents  faulter  on  his  tongue^ 
Yet  gracious  bleflings  on  thofe  accents  hung  ; 
His  lateft  breath  his  lafting  mercy  (hov/s. 
And  pours  forgivenefs  on  his  cruel  foes. 

But  now  on  high  the  angry  thunders  roll, 
And  flafhing  light'nings  dart  from  pole  to  pole  : 
The  confcious  earth  diftehds  its  burthen  d  womb, 
And  reftlefs  bodies  leave  the  peaceful  tomb  : 
The  marble  temple  from  its  center  fhakes, 
And  guilty  fouU  to  midnight  horror  wakes : 
The  confcious  Sun  with  anger  difappcars, 
And  juft  refentment  fhakes  the  trembling  fphercs. 
But  now  behold,   the  Son  of  God  returns, 
Again  her  Lord  the  guilty  world  difccrns ; 
He  burft  the  iron  gates  of  vanquifli'd  Death, 
Again  triumphantly  received  his  breath  : 
On  cherubs  pinions  borne,  to  heav'n  he  flies. 
And  hallelujahs  waft  him  to  the  ikies ! 


Iti 
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|i        In  golden  orbs,   he  rcaffumes  his  throne, 

And  wond  ring  crouds  th'  afcending  Godhead  own. 

On    Fame. 

i  H  O  U  little  fomething,   nothing,   thin  as  air, 
Thou  cheating  echo,  empty  found — a  name  ; 
Thou  faithlefs  herald-— but  of  fools  the  care. 

Pride  fledg'd  thy  wings,   from  pride  thy  power  came. 

What  fhape  or  hue  thou'rt  of,    no  mortal  knows, 

And  yet  all  forms  and  colours  thou  doft  wear ; 

None  ever  felt  thee,  yet  all  feel  thy  blows. 

None  ever  faw  thee,   yet  thou'rt  ev'ry  where. 

Not  fo  delightful  is  the  blooming  rofe. 

So  fl:iarp  as  thou  the  ferpent  cannot  fling ; 

Thy  fmiles  and  frowns  are  caft  on  friends  and  foes, 
Nor  fparcs  the  peafant,  warrior,   or  king. 

Strange  monfter  thou  a  paradox  to  tell, 

That  from  the  fruitful  womb  of  nothing  grows ; 

Thou  ftrange  variety  of  good  and  ill, 

That  from  one  fource  without  diftinclion  ilows. 

Z  -  Thou 


[       172       ] 

Thou  Fairy  goddefs,   fprung  from  night  and  day, 

Turn  far  from  me  thy  treach'rous  trump,  oh  Fame  I 

''J  is  confcious  Virtue's  never  dying  ray, 

Alone  fhall  eternife  my  humble  name. 

Sweeter  than  inccnfe  fhall  her  ofl'"'rings  foar,  . 

To  heav'n's  high  orb,  and  plead  its  fervants  caufe. 
For  thou  muft  ceafe,  when  time  fhall  be  no  more  ; 

While  praife  eternal  waits  God's  facrcd  laws. 

To  a  Capricious  young  Lady. 

X  H  O'  in  your  eyes  young  laughing  Cupids  play, 

Yet  ftill  with  prudence  ufc  your  boundlefs  pow'r  i 
Not  think  mankind  will  ftill  your  frowns  obey, 

Your  charms  admire,  and  blindly  ftill  adore. 
Muft  Damon,  ftill  the  fport  of  wanton  fate, 

A  prey  to  Love's  capricious  pow'r  remain ; 
Contcmn'd  to  prove  the  gods  fevereft  hate. 

Known  vidim  to  thy  charms,  and  not  complain? 

Ceaf« 


[     173     1 
Ccafc  then  this  ftrife,   his  faithful  paflion  crown, 
You  cannot  wreck  his  peace,   and  fave  your  own. 

Extempore Verfe,  fpoken  toTwELFTH-NlGHT, 
In  the  Character  of  Fortune, 

Your  meffagc  known,   at  your  requeft  I'm  here^ 
Willing  I  come,   to  hail  the  new-born  year; 
Perhaps  here's  fome  who  do  their  fates  deplore, 
But  let  them  think  on  forrows  paft  no  more  : 
For  I,   this  night,  unbiased,   mean  to  give 
The  lots,  and  banifh  ev'ry  caufe  to  grieve. 
Each  one  has  been  prepar'd  with  equal  care, 
And  light's  the  burthen  which  ye  each  fhall  bear  : 
Each  take  your  chance  alike,  and  bear  with  cafe,. 
If  not  your  wifhei,  yet  what  fate  decrees. 
For  regal  powV  you'r  anxious  all, 
On  one  alone,   the  envy'd  lot  can  fall : 
Be  it  on  thofe  who'll  rule  with  gentle  care. 
And  fubjedf  you  obey  thro"  love,  not  fear. 

For 


[     '74    ] 
For  you  this  night,  iVe  left  my  fplcndid  home, 
Earneft  to  bring  of  better  days  to  come ; 
For  in  the  future,  if  you  well  dcfervc, 
You  all  alike  (liall  my  indulgence  prove. 

EccLEsiAsTEs,   Chap.  xii.   Ver.  8. 

OND  heedlefs  Man,   forget  not  in  your  bloom, 
Fivd.  fruits  to  offer  him,   from  whom  you  come: 
Before  the  Sun  and  Moon,   and  Stars  grow  dim, 
And  in  thick  mifts  your  languid  orbits  fwim ; 
Before  the  keepers  of  thine  houfe  give  way. 
Thy  tuneful  organs  eeafe  in  tunc  to  play ; 
Before  the  ftrong  men  to  the  feeble  bow. 
And  all  the  fprings  of  manly  fenfc  run  low  : 
The  almond-tree  with  hoary  head  look  white, 
And  life's  bright  lamp  obfcur'd  by  fhades  of  niglit. 

Remember  then  in  fpring  thy  chiefeft  good, 
E're  winter  frofts  congeal  thy  glowing  "blood  ; 

Before 


[     ^75    ] 
Before  the  filver  cord,   or  golden  bowl, 

Is  loos'd  and  broke,  and  thy  immortal  foul 

Too  late  fhall  mourn  its  impious  v/aPce  of  time. 

And  weep  in  bitter  pangs  each  former  crime. 

Before  the  wheels  of  life  run  flowly  round, 

And  the  crutch  points  to  the  expcifting  ground. 

Before  the  pitcher  at  the  fountain's  broke, 

And  Death  uncall'd,   prepares  the  fatal  ftroke. 

When  thoughtlefs  Man  to  his  laft  home  is  gone, 

Repentance  then,   will  not  for  fin  atone. 


Thoughts  on  viewing  a  new  Ship. 

T 


H  E  N   I  behold  the  Builder's  art. 

In  turmng  fuch  dull  logs  of  wood  ; 
To  fuch  great  ends,    my  confcious  heart, 

Forebodes  to  me  eternal  good. 
For  from  the  Acorn  does  the  Oak 

Firft  rife  into  a  goodly  tree  ; 
Then  once  more  humbl'd  by  the  ftroke, 

Of  the  keen  axe  all  blighted  lie : 


'Till 


I  17^  ] 

'Till  by  the  Merchant  bought,   is  thence, 
^  Transferr'd  into  the  Artifts  hand, 

Its  beauty  ftrikcs  th'  aftonifh'd  fenfc, 

A  ftately  bark  upon  the  ftrand. 
And  from  a  worm  than  may  not  I, 

Who  did  from  God  receive  my  breath  ; 
Tho'  in  the  grave  o'erwhclm'd  lie  I, 

Rife  purer  from  the  flccp  of  Death  ? 
Reviving  hope  !  iince  all  things  round, 

The  Refurredion  preach  aloud  ; 
Each  herb  renewing,  decks  the  ground, 

And  lives  again,   in  Rate  more  proud, 
And  tho'  I  here  lie  down  obfcure, 

Opprcft  with  woe,  Til  not  defpair^ 
But  in  full  hope,  my  lot  endure, 

And  for  a  nobler  ftate  prepare. 

An  Epistle,   in  Imitation  of  Horace. 

Varus,  wouldft  thou  fubftantial  honour  gain, 
Shun  Flatt'ry,  as  thou  wouldft  a  deadly  bane ; 


Praifc 


[     ^17    ] 
Praife  to  thy  face,   altho'  well  earn  d  and  juft, 
Should  in  thy  youthful  bofom  wake  diftruft. 
Honeft  thyfelf,  mankind  thou  can*ft  not  read, 
'Till  dear  bought  Knowledge  contradid  the  Creed 
Which  fliallow  reas'ners  hold,  to  Prudence  blind, 
That  Caution  ever  marks  a  guilty  mind. 
Wafte  not  thy  fterling  worth  on  knaves  and  fools, 
Nor  lengthen  thou  the  lift  of  Fadions  tools : 
The  Wit  will  praife  thy  parts,   the  needy  Knave 
Thy  lib'ral  mind  extol,  and  humbly  crave 
To  be  thy  Treafurer,  and  ready  Slave. 
While  the  mock  Patriot  calls  thy  warmth  divine! 
And  moves  his  Puppet,  as  his  wants  incline: 
The  fawning  Prieft,    in  fcraps  of  Latin,    praife 
Thy  claffic  Knowledge,  and  adopt  thy  lays. 
If  you  efpoufc  on  fuperficial  ground, 
A  ftrangcr's  Caufe,  you've  full  employment  found  : 
If  on  his  errands  you  to  great  men  go, 
Chance  but  you  make  yourfelf  a  future  foe  ; 


1 


» 


A  a  But 


[     '78     ] 

But  if  with  fmiles  your  fuit  my  Lord  receive, 

Firft  wait  th'  event,   and  then  you  may  believe. 

If  you  fucceed,   fee  him  obfcquious  ftand. 

With  body  humbly  bent,   and  cap  in  hand, 

And  fwears  you  his  bed  fervices  command  : 

You  part  warm  friends,  yet  fcarce  beyond  the  door, 

Your  face  and  fervices  are  known  no  more  ; 

Succefs,    like  Lethe's  ftream,  paft  woes  efface. 

And  leaves  of  benefits  no  grateful  trace. 

True,  you  will  ftill  be  paid,   for  words  are  cheap, 

But,   if  you  fail,  you  keen  reproaches  reap. 

Ne'er  to  the  People's  idol  join  thy  fate, 
Leaft  you  deplore  your  ill-tim'd  zeal  too  late  : 
The  Rabbles  fondnefs  is  a  reftlefs  thing, 
Ne'er  true  to  ought  above  them,  God  or  king. 
Too  late  thou  may'ft  thefe  falfe  purfuits  lament. 
Thy  fortune  gone,   thy  time  in  error  fpent ; 
From  fad  rememb'rance  no  delight  you'll  find. 
But,    Appemantus  like,   deteft  mankind  : 


1 


To 


{     179     ) 
To  falfliood  us'd,   o'crlook  the  virtuous  few, 

And  judge  of  all,   in  one  falfc  point  of  view  : 

Shun'd  by  good  men,  you'll  pafs  a  lonely  life, 

The  fcorn  of  fools,  and  mark  of  ufelefs  ftrife  : 

With  anguifh  view  the  precepts  Friendihip  taught, 

For  Wifdom  may  be  far  too  dearly  bought ; 

If  when  too  late  its  heav'nly  worth  is  found, 

It  only  fcrves  the  confcious  breaft  to  wound. 

Not  to  contrad  thy  free  born  foul  I  aim. 

Or  damp  thy  ardent  thirft  for  virtuous  fame, 

Or  check  the  progrefs  of  thy  riling  name : 

Thy  mental  fprings  I  would  in  fafety  guide 

To  proper  channels,  free  from  errors  tide  ; 

Reduce  thy  will  to  Rcafon's  gentle  fway, 

And  make  each  vagrant  wifh  her  will  obey. 

On  moral  Virtue  ev'ry  adlion  build, 

And  all  thy  aims  a  rich  reward  fhall  yield  ; 

Strive  not  the  tender  feelings  to  controul. 

Nor  check  the  foft  effufions  of  the  foul. 

A  a  2  The 


t. 


I     i8o    } 
The  Iiunncl  eye  adorns  the  manly  face, 
And  paints  the  foul  of  high  celeftial  race  ; 
Thy  faithful  wife  and  offspring  firft  demand 
Love  and  protection  from  thy  plighted  hand  :: 
Thy  Country  next  fucceeds,  and  claims  thy  care, 
Not  firft,  as  mad  Ambition's  rules  declare; 
Behold  in  noble  Chatham's  injur'd  dame, 
The  faith  of  princes,  and  a  people's  fliame. 
But  if  true  patriots  in  one  caufe  unite,  T 

Jn  numbers  equal  to  the  facred  fight,  > 

Pour  thy  beft  blood,  and  do  thy  Country  right :  J 

A  hoft  of  virtuous  men  unftiaken  ftand,. 
While  bawling  Knaves  but  curfe  a  groaning  land. 
Next  let  mankind  on  equal  terms  poffefs, 
Thy  love  and  care,   and  thy  kind  aid  confcfs ; 
No  faith,   no  country,    'caufe  not  thine,   defpife. 
Our  adions  only  'tis  which  reach  the  fkies* 
Brand  not  the  modeft  man  with  name  of  fool, 
Pioud  the  referv'd— precife  who  adl  by  rule  ; 


The 


[     i8i     ] 
The  frugal  covetous,  the  prudent  fly, 
The  ferious  dull— the  circumfped  a  fpy. 
Before  you  judge,   for  full  convidlion  feek, 
Man's  fight  is  fhort,   and  penetration  weak  ; 
Pure  wifdom,  like  pure  gold,   in  fecret  lies, 
Deep  hid  in  mines,  remote  from  vulgar  eyes  : 
All  hues  are  yellow  to  the  jaundic'd  eye, 
But  time  and  care  will  their  true  worth  defcry. 
Such  precious  wifdom  gain'd — you  then  will  know. 
The  real  worth  of  ev'ry  good  below : 
If  you  with  Prudence  ftcer,  you'll  furely  find, 
Mirth  crown  your  bowl,   and  fweet  Content  your  mind  ; 
Soft  Peace  fhall  guide  the  feeble  ftcps  of  age, 
And  Varus's  Virtues  charm  each  future  age. 

Friendship. 


r  RIENDSHIP  !   thou  fource  of  earthly  joy, 
Exccfs  of  thee,   can  never  cloy ; 
Thou  cndlefs  fpring  of  new  defires, 
E'en  Love  without  thee,  foon  expires. 


Firm 


[    i8a    ] 
Firm  cement  of  focial  life, 
Strong  fhield  from  Envy,   Care,  and  Strife ; 
Spark  celcftial  !   hcav'nly  ray  1 
Bright  Sim  thit  gilds  the  darkeft  day. 

Sweet  child  of  Reafon,   friend  of  Man, 
Whofe  birth  from  Virtue  firfl  bei^an. 
Of  great  and  noble  deeds  the  fpring, 
Beft  theme  that  fpreads  the  Poet's  wing, 
Oh,  hafte,   and  to  my  bofom  bring 
Joys  furpaffing  power  or  gain, 
No  blifs  without  thee  long  can  reign. 
Haftc  then,  and  to  my  bofom  give, 
That  good  alone  for  which  I  live. 
Equal  Fondnefs,   equal  Love, 
Equal  Truth,  oh  let  me  prove ; 
Oh,  grant  my  heart  a  kindred  Mate, 
The  only  boon  I  afk  of  Fate. 


Paraphrase 


I     ^83    ] 

Paraphrase  on  the   12th  Psalm. 

H  well  advis'd,  oh  words  divine  ! 
Attend  my  foul,  and  make  them  thine. 
In  vain,   alas!   thou  fcek'ft  for  joys, 
In  worldly  goods,   and  gilded  toys : 
In  vain  on  Man  thou  wouldft  repofe, 
An  aching  heart,  and  piercing  woes. 
How  long  will  thanklefs  Man  refufe, 
Salvation  and  God's  love  abufe  ? 
How  long  in  winds  repofe  his  truft. 
Or  write  in  water,   build  in  duft  ? 

What  if  the  Indies  both  fhou'd  join. 
To  make  their  golden  mountains  thine ; 
What  if  a  thoufand  kings  fhould  meet. 
And  lay  their  fccptrcs  at  thy  feet. 
Would  this  relieve  thy  pangs  within. 
Thy  cares  and  fears,  thou  Man  of  Sin  ? 

Oh! 


(     i84    ) 
Oh  !   learn  in  time  then  to  be  wife, 
And  only  God  and  Virtue  prize ; 
Fix  there  your  flaff,  and  build  your  truft, 
Nor  hope  for  blifs  from  fordid  duft. 
The  grcateft  monarch  of  the  earth, 
A  naked  beggar  is  by  birth  ; 
And  naked  as  he  was  at  hrft, 
Muft  foon  return  ag-ain  to  dufl:, 
Rwft  not  your  faith  then  or  deceive 
Thyfelf  vain  mortal,   but  believe 
The  faithful  Pfalmift  to  be  right, 
That  vanity  is  not  fo  light 
As  faithlefs  Man  whofe  breath  is  in 
His  noftrils,  full  of  deadly  fin ; 
The  vaineft  thing  beneath  the  fky, 
A  crawling  reptile,   fummcr  fly  : 
Man  true  not  even  to  himfclf, 
Who  rcfts  his  hope  on  worldly  pelf; 
To  that  their  native  wiilies  run. 
As  fun  flow'rs  open  to  the  Sun. 


Let 


[     i85     ] 

Let  then  your  faith  on  God  alone, 
As  on  a  rock,  be  fixt  upon ; 
No  lafting  faith  is  found  in  duft. 
He  only  is,  and  can  be  juft. 
In  vain  on  Man  we  rely, 
The  Sun  alone  can  clear  the  iky. 

The  followino;  Lines  were  written  at  the  Re- 
queft  of  a  particular  Friend  of  Genera^ 
Wolfe's  —  which  it  is  hoped  will  be  a 
fufficient  Apology  for  the  Repetition  of  this 
Subject,  as  fuch  an  exalted  Character  is  an 
inexhauftible  Theme  for  the  Mufe  to  exer- 
cife  her  Powers  upon. 

JL/ESCEND,  Urania,  and  my  verfc  infpire 

With  pureft  harmony,  and  facred  fire  ; 

To  paint  the  matchlcfs  youth  in  numbers  ftrong, 

Heroic,   fweet  as  Homer's  golden  fong  : 

Strains  equal  to  his  worth-— pure,   manly,   bold. 

Strains,    like  his  deeds,  which  never  can  grow  old. 

B  b  But 


[     i86     ] 
But  ah!  in  vain,   too  precious  is  the  boon^ 
Immortal  povvVs  alone,   the  Lyre  fliould  tune. 
All  that  my  humble  vcrfc  attempts  to  prove. 
Is  his  high  merits,   and  a  nation's  Love. 
To  fing  in  artlefs  ftrains  th'  immortal  man, 
Whofe  fame  in  infancy  of  years  began. 

Mars  in  the  cradle,  view'd  the  wond'rous  child. 
And  marked  him  his,  the  infant  fmiled 
Affent,  the  god  approv'd,  and  call'd  him  fon, 
And  round  his  temples  twin'd  his  laurel  crown. 
Apollo  fain  the  honor  would  have  had. 
And  Jove  himfelf  contended  for  the  lad : 
But  Mars  aflerting  bold  his  prior  right. 
To  him  they  gave  the  god's  fuprcme  delight. 
Yet  to  approve  their  kindnefs  was  not  fled, 
Each  diopt  a  blcffing  on  his  infant  head. 
Phoebus  a  garland  of  the  choicefl  wit, 
Compos'd  of  ev'ry  Virtue,  for  him  knit; 


Jove,. 


[     ^8;     ] 
Jove,  fwectnefs,  love,  and  goodnefs,  mixt  with  thefc, 
And  cv'ry  art,  and  ev'ry  pow'r  to  pleafe ; 
While  the  enraptur'd  parent  God  deiign  d, 
A  boundlcfs  fhare  of  courage  to  his  mind. 

When  to  maturity  the  youth  drew  near. 
They  all  beheld  high  int'rcft  for  their  care : 
A  thoufand  virtues  bcam'd  with  fplcndid  ray, 
A  thoufand  graces  teem'd  with  every  day  : 
The  valiant  young  Eugene,  in  him  reviv'd. 
In  him  the  Hero,   and  his  genius  liv'd  : 
But  he  thro'  years  of  labour  but  acquir'd, 
That  fame  which  Wolfe  but  afk'd,  and  then  expir'd. 
Beneath  his  arm  the  foes  of  Britain  bled. 
Before  his  fword  their  frighted  fquadrons  fled  : 
And  do  they  fly— the  bleeding  Hero  cry'd  ? 
'«  They  fly" — I  thank  hcav'n,   he  faid,   and  dy'd.   " 


B  b  2  On 


[     i8S    ] 

On  Horace's  Condemnation  of  all  indifferent 

Poets. 

The    Author    to   her    Muse, 

X  H  E  Text,   Urania,    flares  thee  m  the  face, 
And  ftamps  thy  lines  already  with  difgracc  : 
But  why  fo  hard,   thou  mighty  Bard  of  old, 
No  coin  to  pafi  as  current,   but  pure  gold  ? 
Sure  their  are  gems  and  fparks  that  brightly  fhine, 
Belidcs  large  diamonds  of  the  purcfl:  mine? 
If  not,  no  pidures  fhould  be  held  to  view, 
But  what  a  Ruben's,  or  Corregio  drew. 
No  fyilem  true,  but  what  a  Newton  wrote  ; 
No  precepts  good,   but  what  a  Locke  has  taught. 
But  fear  not,  Mufc,  no  Critic  arrows  fly, 
But  at  exalted  marks,   fafe  in  an  humbler  fky  : 
Purfue  the  middle  courfe,   with  fteady  wing. 


And  mind  not  what  Horation  fatires  fing. 


For 


[     ^89     1 
For  gen'rous  minds  will  pardon  what  is  wrong, 

And  view  with  friendly  eye  thy  grateful  fong. 

The   Consolation. 

From  Psalm  xciv,  Verfes  i6,   17,   18,   19, 

Whom,   O  my  God  !  will  me  defend 

From  thofe  who  work  my  woe  ;. 
Or  fave  me  from  th'  o'erwhelmmg  flood, 

Whence  cndlefs  forrows  flow  ? 

Even  thou,    my  God !   in  whom  I  truft, 

Shall  lead  me  thro'  the  deep  ; 
My  weary  foul  by  thee  refrefh'd, 

No  more  fhall  figh  and  weep. 

The  prisoner  long  in  dungeon  pent, 

Hails  not  returnmg  day, 
With  that  pure  joy  which  1  receive. 

From  thy  omnifcicnt  ray. 


That 


[     ^9^    ] 
TTiat  beam  divine !   my  foul  fliall  guide, 

Thro'  forrows  dark  abode ; 
By  Faith  fuftain'd,   no  ill  I'll  fear, 

Supported  by  my  God. 

'Twas  truft  in  thee  did  Jofeph  lead. 

From  his  revengeful  race; 
To  Pharaoh's  throne,  and  prov'd  thy  love. 

To  thofe  who  feek  thy  face. 

,  Falfly  accus'd, — his  wounded  fame, 
Truths  facrcd  pow'r  heal'd ; 
That  fharpcft  woe,  detradlions  fting. 
From  thee  is  not  conccal'd. 

Repentant  David  comfort  found. 
When  anguifli  rent  his  breaft ; 

When  floods  of  tears  bedew'd  his  couch^ 
And  inward  pangs  confeft. 


Thy 


[    191    } 

Thy  faving  hand  a  Cordial  borc» 
To  the  fierce  Lion's  den ; 

To  fainting  Daniel,  vidlim  rnade^ 
To  fiercer  Lions,   Men. 

When  Sun  nor  Star  refplendent  fhine, 
And  Job  in  darknefs  wept ; 

His  mental  Eye  thy  light  explor'd, 
Where  Mercy  never  flept. 

If  thro'  AfHidion's  thorny  way, 

Thy  will  fhould  make  me  tread, 

Grant  that  on  thee  I  may  repofe, 
And  reft  my  drooping  head. 

My  foul  refign'd,   fhall  humbly  bend. 
No  fears  my  bofom  fill  ; 

Thy  fpirit  fhall  my  ftrength  renew, 
My  cup  with  nedtar  fill. 


On 


[     ^92    1 

On  Dr.  Watts's  Divine  Poems, 

JTl  AIL,  happy  Bard,  whofe  favor'd  Mufc, 

On  wing  immortal  foars ; 
Whofe  heav'n  bent  eye,   the  wide  expanfe 

Of  yon  wide  arch  explores. 

The  fpheres  alone  thy  rivals  are, 

Whofe  harmony  divine! 
Compos'd  by  feraphs,  fcarcc  can  keep 

In  unifon  v/ith  thine. 

Thy  ftrains  in  fweetcr  cadence  flow,, 

Than  Siloa's  facred  fpring  ; 
Whofe  lucid  face,   rcfleds  the  throne, 

Of  heav'n's  eternal  king ! 

No  more  let  modern  Bards  afpire, 

Their  earth-ftrung  harps  to  raife; 

Thy  heav'n  infpir'd  ftrains  alone, 
Could  reach  Jehova's  praife. 


Homer 


I     ^93     ) 
Homer  has  fung  the  hero's  toil, 

And  wars  deftrudive  rage  ; 

Such  meaner  themes  could  ne'er  approach^ 

Thy  facrcd  healing  page. 

Tho'  Maro,   led  by  Nature's  hand, 

Has  trac'd  with  happy  art. 
The  joys  of  Arno's  guiltlcfs  fwains, 

Such  ftrains  touch  not  the  heart. 

Ovidian  foftnefi  ne'er  can  charm, 
Oppos'd  to  Reafon's  pow'r, 

And  Prior's  wit  imparts  no  joy, 
Beyond  the  feftivc  hour. 

But  thy  fublimer  flrains  awake 

The  Sinner's  torpid  foul ; 
And  points  the  path  which  he  muft  tread, 

To  reach  the  promis'd  goal. 


C  c  Faith, 


[     ^94     ] 
Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity,   thy  train, 

Their  facrcd  pow'rs  employ. 
To  guide  us  thro'  the  narrow  gate, 

Which  leads  to  endlefs  joy. 

Each  ruffled  paffion  tun'd  to  Peace, 

By  thy  fweet  Lyric  fong  ; 
While  liit'ning  angels  from  on  high, 
Unfeen  around  thee  throng. 

What  earthly  hand  fhall  dare  prefume 

To  range,   by  rules  of  art, 
Thy  fweeter  ftrains,  lince  Mufic's  pov/'r, 
Can  no  fuch  founds  impart  ? 

Not  Handel's  wond'rous  fkill  could  reach 
Great  Milton's  facrcd  fire  ; 

W^hom  then  fhall  dare  prophane  thy  verfe. 
Or  to  fuch  fame  afpirc  ? 


Thou, 


[  m  ] 

Thou,  thou  alone,  to  heav'n  muft  bear, 
Thy  Hymns,  thy  Song^a  divine  ! 

And  in  thy  own  celeftial  orb, 
The  holy  minftrcU  join. 

While  round  th'  eternal  King  they  {land. 
And  join  their  tuneful  pow'rs  ; 

The  arch  of  heav'n  fhall  catch  the  found, 
While  thy  wrapt  foul  adores. 

The    Search. 

I  V  ONG  time,    by  native  impulfc  led, 
In  fearch  of  happinefs  I  ftray'd  ; 
The  City,   Court,   and  Camp  I  trod. 
The  Sylvan  fcene,  and  Claffic  road  ; 
The  Convent's  gloom,   the  Hermit's  cell, 
Where  figes  fay  Ihe  deigns  to  dwell. 
'Mongft  Pleafure's  fons  I  fought  the  fair. 
For  Folly  told  me  fhe  was  there, 

C  C    2 


Unwilling 


[     196    ] 
Unwilling  ftill  the  fearch  to  end, 
'Till  I  had  found  this  envy'd  friend^ 
In  cities  fure  I  thought  to  find, 
Contentment  with  Induftry  join'd  ; 
But  Av'rice  there  with  cruel  hand, 
Bore  uncontroul'd,    fevcre  command  ; 
The  wealthy  Merchant  counts,  his. ftore, 
And  grinds  the  poor  to  add  ftill  more: 
Whofe  wretched  garb  and  meagre  cheek, 
Their  fruitlefs  toil  and  wrongs  belpcak. 

The  royal  roof  I  next  explor'd. 
In  hopes  it  would  my  toil  reward ; 
Thro'  gilded  chambers  on  I  paft, 
Where  all  the  fplendor  of  the  Eaft 
Was  lavifhed  to  allure  the  fight, 
And  fill  the  gazer  v/ith  delight. 
Yet  ftrange  !  no  friendly  form  was  there 
To  guide  my  fearch,  or  end  my  care ; 


No 


[     197    ] 
No  found  but  Envy's  hifs  was  heard, 

No  form  but  foul  Deceit  appeared : 
Sufpicion  trembled  at  each  found. 
And  fecret  treafons  fhook  the  ground. 
From  this  fad  fcene  in  hafte  I  turn'd, 
And  its  ill-fated  mailer  mourn  d  y 
Convinc'd  a  Crown  conceals  a  fting, 
Nor  blifs  attends  the  name  of  King. 

Where  founds  of  war  invade  the  night, 
And  fill  the  Vet'ran  with  delight  ; 
I  took  my  way,  where  glory  leads. 
Her  eager  fons  to  noble  deeds : 
But  there  I  faw  the  Soldier  toil, 
The  titled  Villain  grafps  the  fpoil ; 
The  hard-earn'd  honour  boldly  claim, 
And  build  on  others  deeds  his  fame. 
While  tyrant  pow'r  rcfufed  to  hear, 
The  mangl'd  Vet'ran's  humble  pray'r ; 


Who 


[     198     ] 
Who  flarving,   fights  his  Country's  caufe, 
A  Slave  amidft  proteding  laws, 
At  laft  returns,   with  have  to  tread 
Thofe  realms  he  fav'd,  mfearch  of  bread. 

With  eager  joy  to  plains  1  flew, 
The  tranquil  rural  fccne  to  view  : 
But  here  Defire,   that  foe  to  refl. 
That  reigns  in  cvVy  human  breaft, 
The  Peafant's  envy'd  lot  corrodes, 
Ambition  reaches  low  abodes. 
He  reads  of  wealth  in  Cities  rain'd. 
And  feels  his  adive  mind  reftrainM ; 
He  throws  with  rage  his  plough-fliare  by, 
And  views  his  neighbour  with  a  figh  ; 
Whofe  barns  well  ftor'd,   pronounce  him  bleft, 
Tho'  fecret  anguifli  haunts  his  breaft. 

To  Learning's  feats  I  took  my  flight. 
Where  Oxford's  turrets  charm  the  fio^ht  • 


Where 


[     199    ] 
Where  Science  proudly  rears  her  throne, 

And  bids  the  envying  world  look  on  ; 
Where  on  fam'd  Ifis'  verdant  fide, 
Pierian  nymphs  and  fwains  refide ; 
The  tuneful  Nine  here  deigns  to  rove, 
Nor  mourn  their  envy'd  ftream  above. 
But  foon  I  faw  this  hallowed  ground, 
With  ev'ry  human  vice  abound ; 
Here  Genius  check'd  by  wealthy  fools. 
The  noxious  weeds  of  public  fchools ; 
Whofc  dullnefs  pafles  off  for  fenfe, 
As  long  as  they  can  gold  difpenfe  : 
Or  Tutor  bribe,  with  hope  of  place. 
In  Church,  when  he  becomes  his  Grace. 
Here  modeft  Merit  humbly  flands, 
With  folded  thumbs,   and  ready  hands ; 
While  fecret  pangs  his  bofom  rends, 
With  feelings  born  for  nobler  ends. 

o 

Here  mean  dif<iuifc  conceals  with  art, 
The  fecret  fpring  that  move  the  heart, 


Whil( 


(      200      ) 

While  Envy  foul,  and  Satire  keen, 
In  men  of  greateft  parts  are  feen. 
For  pedant  Pride,  and  bigot  Rage, 
Too  oft  difgrace  the  claffic  page. 
Nor  are  the  awful  fcru^lures  free^ 
From  riot  and  impiety  ; 
Religion  here  in  fecret  wept^ 
Morality  and  Virtue  flept^ 
Intomb'd  in  cafes  out  of  fight, 
Beneath  the  care  of  College  whight^ 

From  thence  I  paft  to  Gallia's  fhorc, 
The  facred  Convent  to  explore ; 
For  there  Religion's  vidims  fay, 
No  cares  difturb  the  tranquil  day ; 
No  anxious  wifh  invade  the  night. 
But  all  is  heart  felt  pure  delight. 
But,   ah!  the  cheat  was  ill  conceal'd, 
The  frequent  figh,  the  truth  revcal'd. 


None 


[      20Jf      ] 

None  fled  the  world  for  love  of  God, 

They  only  fled  the  rugged  road, 

Where  wayward  paffions  fought  in  vain, 

Felicity  from  vice  or  gain. 

Each  fled  the  world  from  deep  difguft, 

From  fouler  guilt,   or  dark  diftruft, 

And  vainly  hop'd  that  heav'n  would  hear, 

A  feign'd  repentance,  while  the  tear 

Due  to  departed  pleafures  fell, 

And  ftain'd  with  guilt  the  facred  veil. 

From  thence  my  way  I  onward  bent, 
Where  folitude  proclaimed  content; 
Beneath  the  fhclter  of  a  wood, 
An  aged  Hermit's  bower  flood  : 
Secured  alike  from  Northern  blaft, 
And  fcorching  influence  of  the  Eaft  ; 
From  haunt  of  bufy  Man  conceal'd, 
To  fuch  it  only  flood  revcald, 


D  d  Who 


[       202       ] 

Who  fought  like  me,  that  peace  to  find, 
Which  flies  the  throng  of  human  kind  ; 
Or  thofe  whom  Phofphor's  faithlefs  ray, 
Leads  thro'  unbeaten  paths  aftray. 
At  length  the  unbar'd  door  appeared. 
Its  watchful  Lord  my  footfteps  heard : 
With  graceful  air,   and  fmilcs  ferene, 
The  hoary  father  led  me  in  ; 
Said,    I  might  there  repofe  awhile, 

And  chearful  then,   renew  my  toil. 

With  fweet  delight  I  gaz'd  around. 

No  wants  but  thofe  of  Nature  found: 

Rufli  neatly  wove,  his  couch  compos'd. 

On  which  his  aged  limbs  repos'd. 

His  fhelf  an  Epidctus  grac'd. 

Near  which  an  earthen  lamp  was  plac'd  ; 

His  needful  fcrip  of  ozier  made, 

And  faithful  ftafF  his  wealth  difplay'd  : 

Save  beachen  bowls,   and  cups  a  few, 

His  frugal  board  cxpos'd  to  view. 

And 


[       203       ] 

And  yet  there  feem'd  in  thefe  beftow'd, 
Each  want  that  Nature's  voice  allow'd : 
While  thus  employed — the  Hermit  fpread. 
His  uncarv'd  board,  with  oaten  bread. 
Then  fpread  his  vegetable  feaft. 
With  hand  profufe  to  greet  his  guefl: : 
And  from  the  neighboring  chryftal  brook, 
Cool  draughts  in  beachen  goblets  took ; 
And  virgin  honey  from  his  ftore. 
Extracted  from  each  fragrant  flow'r. 
With  joy  I  thought  my  fearch  was  o'er, 
Refolv'd  to  feek  for  blifs  no  more 
In  City,   College,   Court,   or  Cot, 
Or  vainly  think  £he  is  the  lot. 
Of  Peafant,   Warrior,   or  King, 
Tho'  Bards  their  envy'd  ftations  fing* 
With  care  I  watch'd  the  Hermit's  eye. 
His  breaft  methought  fupprcfs'd  a  figh  ; 
And  when  we  talk'd  of  focial  joys, 
Which  evry  feeling  heart  employs, 

D  d  ^  The 


[       204       ] 

The  tear,  ill  check'd  would  filent  flow^ 
The  taithful  mark  of  rooted  woe, 
Compaflion  bade  me  change  the  theme. 
And  paint  all  earthly  blifs  a  dream: 
Silent  aflent  confirm'd  my  fear. 
And  prov'd  appearance  once  (incere. 
With  grief  I  rofe,   my  thanks  I  paid, 
His  blefling  crav'd,   the  Father  pray'd 
With  fervent  zeal,   that  on  my  way, 
No  dangers  might  my  fpeed  delay. 
With  pcnlive  ftep,  oppreft  with  care, 
I  left  the  Cell,   while  black  Defpair 
Forbad  each  hope  that  life  would  give, 
That  boon  for  which  we  wifh  to  live. 
One  other  path  remain'd  unbeat. 
Where  fmiling  Pleafure  holds  her  feat; 
The  Temple  reach'd,   a  fplcndid  train, 
Proclaimed  her  pow'r  and  wide  domain. 
Here  Riot  rul'd  with  boundlefs  fway. 
And  Night  ufurp'd  the  throne  of  Day ; 


While 


[       205       ] 

while  each  with  eager  rapture  flew, 
To  feize  the  half-born  blifs  in  view- 
Each  path  with  blooming  flow'rs  was  fpread, 
Sweet  vi'lets  deck'd  each  mofly  bed ; 
And  golden  bowls  of  nedlar  crown'd 
With  new  blown  rofes,  fwift  went  round  : 
While  choirs  of  fmiling  Cupids  ftrung 
Their  Paphian  harps,  and  fweetly  fung 
The  charms  of  wine,  and  joys  of  Love, 
And  ev'ry  blifs  their  vo' tries  prove. 
But,   ah  !   the  mantling  bowl  conccard, 
The  feeds  of  Death  too  late  revcal'd ; 
The  blooming  rofe  contain'd  a  dart, 
That  deeply  pierc'd  the  erring  heart. 
In  ev'ry  path  a  ferpent  lay, 
And  fubtly  watch'd  his  cafy  prey  ; 
While  Poverty  brought  up  the  rear,  , 
Attended  by  the  iiend  Defpair, 


What 


[     2o6     ] 
What  region  now  could  I  fuppofc 
Did  earthly  happinefs  cnclofe  ? 
''Twas  plain  the  hcav'nly  Maid  was  flown, 
And  occupied  a  brighter  zone. 
The  fruitlcfs  tafk  I  here  refign'd, 
And  fought  her  in  my  humble  mind  ; 
Determined  to  purfuc  the  road, 
ThtU  marked  by  Virtue,   leads  to  God. 
For  this  great  end  my  home  I  fought, 
Poflcfs'd  with  hope,  and  ferious  thought. 
When,  lo !  the  long-fought  Maid  appear'd, 
And  thus  my  doubting  bofom  chear*d  : 
Purfue,  fhe  cried,   thy  virtuous  aim, 
Nor  henceforth  know  me,   but  by  name  : 

That  you  no  more  in  vain  may  roam, 

1  will  reveal  my  cnvy'd  home  ; 

In  virtuous  minds  I  only  dwell, 

As  lovely  Manchefler  can  tell  ; 

Such  are  on  earth  my  blcft  abode, 

And  fuch  I  offer  up  to  God. 


This 


[       207       ] 

This  precept  learn,   in  time  be  wife, 
And  I'll  tranflate  thee  to  the  fkies. 


To  Charles  Alexander  Malet,  Efq, 
Superintendant  of  Englifti  Affairs  at  Cam- 
bay,  in  the  Eaft-Indies,  and  a  Relation 
of  the  Author's. 

/\CCEPT  the  off 'ring  which  Uriana  brings, 
From  Albion  s  fliore,   upon  adventVous  wings; 
At  Friendfhip's  call  the  bluc-cy'd  virgin  foars. 
And  feeks  with  haiiy  flight  the  Aflan  fhores : 
O'er  raging  billows,   flcdg'd  with  hope  ihe  flies, 
Thro'  tracklefs  courfcs,  on  to  unknown  fkies. 
Spurn  not  the  Mufe,   whofe  artlefs  numbers  flow, 
From  fentimcnts,  whence  kindred  feelings  glow  ; . 
But  greet  her  kindly,   and  reward  her  toil, 
If  not  with  approbation,   with  a  fmile  : 
Forgive  the  bold  intruder's  firfl:  offence, 
And  let  the  wifli  to  plcafe,   be  her  defence. 

Congenial 


[      20^      ] 

Congenial  minds  not  winds  or  feas  controul, 

They  will  unite,  tho'  far  as  pole  from  pole. 

Then  why  not  I  the  friendly  wifh  convey, 

And  footh  thy  moments  with  my  humble  lay  ? 

But  was  my  pen  to  paint  thy  Country's  woe, 

Thy  gen'rous  breaft  with  virtuous  rage  would  glow. 

Not  Allan  tyrants  reign  with  fxerncr  powV, 

Than  foul  Corruption  o'er  this  aweful  hour  : 

Venality,  and  thirft  of  arbitrary  fway. 

And  new  oppreflions  mark  each  riling  day. 

At  length  to  check  their  rage,   a  chofen  band 

Of  Freedom's  fons  unite  with  heart  and  hand ; 

In  doubtful  balance  hangs  Britannia's  doom, 

And  ftruggling  mifchiefs  rend  Fate's  burthen'd  womb. 

In  ev'ry  teeming  hour  her  arm  we  fee. 

And  kingdoms  have  their  fates  as  well  as  we. 

Difcord  and  Murmur  ftalk  throughout  the  land, 

And  dark  fufpicion  fliakcs  her  Ebon  wand  ; 

Omens  of  Civil  War,   awake  our  fears, 

Her  fword  already  half  unflieath'd  appears : 

Reeking 


[       209       ] 

Reeking  it  comes  from  the  Atlantic  plains, 
Drench'd  in  the  blood  we  drew  from  kmdred  veins : 
It  comes  in  vengeance,  for  our  impious  fpoils, 
And  on  ourfelves  with  ten -fold  force  recoils. 
Unhappy  England !  whofe  once  dreaded  name, 
Stood  foremoft  in  the  higheft  rolls  of  fame, 
How  art  thou  fall'n,  infulted  and  difgrac'd, 
No  foreign  foe  thy  glory  has  abas'd? 
But  Britons  horn^  and  educated  here, 
Points  'gainft  their  Country's  breaft,   the  hoftile  fpear ; 
And  Paracides  in  guilt,  with  compound  art. 
Plunges  the  dagger  in  thy  parent  heart, 

E're  that  the  Mufe  can  reach  thy  burning  fliore, 
The  name  of  Freedom  may  exift  no  more  :  * 
Or  if  reftor'd  by  heav'n's  affifling  hand, 
Thoufands  muft  bleed  to  purify  the  land  : 
The  trembling  Matron,   like  the  frighted  deer, 
.Rufh  into  danger,   blinded  by  her  iear  ; 

E  e  Thro' 


(       2IO       ) 

Thro*  facred  iflcs  the  Courfer's  hoofs  refound, 
And  mangl'd  limbs  pollute  the  hallow'U  ground  : 
The  groans  of  dying  men,   the  din  of  arms, 
And  all  the  countlefs  train  of  war's  alarms ; 
The  tented  vale,   the  feat  of  peace  and  joy, 
No  more  the  whiftling  Reapers  care  employ  ; 
No  more  fhall  fafety  tread  the  fhady  wood, 
But  chryftal  currents  blufh  with  Britifh  blood* 

Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  curs'd  Ambition's  pow'r, 
And  thefe  the  woes  that  threat  this  gloomy  hour. 
Far  from  a  fcene  of  fo  much  guilt  and  pain, 
In  liealth  and  fafety  may  you  yet  remain  ; 
With  patience  wait  a  more  aufpicious  hour, 
Nor  feek  this  fatal,   this  diftraded  fhore  ; 
No  more  thy  Country,   thou  no  more  her  friend, 
Than  fhe  protcds,   do  thou  her  rights  defend. 
Should  Freedom  once  more  reign,  and  Plenty  fmile, 
Than  haftc  to  own,   and  blefs  thy  native  ifle  ; 


To 


To  glad  with  joy  a  Parent's  anxious  heart, 

And  to  each  kindred  breaft  thy  worth  impart. 

But  let  not  Eaftern  fplendor  warp  thy  foul, 

From  Virtue's  path,  or  fpurn  her  wife  controul : 

The  wants  of  Nature  are  with  eafe  fupplied, 

The  want8  of  Fancy  arc  a  ceafelefs  tide, 

Rufhing  impetuous  thro'  the  vale  of  life, 

Rending  our  bofoms  with  eternal  ftrife : 

Borne  on  its  waves,  we  roam  from  fhore  to  fliore, 

Only  to  meet  one  fatal  fhipwreck  more. 

With  treacherous  hope  our  panting  bofoms  teem, 

But  fay,   did  life  e'er  realize  the  dream  ? 

Ceafelefs  Dcfire,   that  bane  of  joy  and  reft, 

That  wifh  for  fomething  which  is  not  pofTeft  ; 

Which  if  once  gain'd,   might  prove  our  deadlieft  bane, 

And  in  our  bofoms  plant  acuteft  pain. 

Wealth  brings  not  always  joy,   the  middle  fphcre 

Of  life  perhaps  may  be  exempt  from  fear  ? 

Fate  loves  a  lofty  mark,   the  rich  excite 

The  rage  of  Envy,   from  their  greater  height ; 

E  c  2  Plac'd 
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riac'cl  on  a  pinnacle  which  hears  to  view, 
Each  vice  and  virtue,   in  its  native  hue. 
While  loaded  coffers  nerves  the  ruffian  band, 
To  v/cild  the  poinard  with  unerring  hand  :. 
While  ill-got  wealth  conceals  an  afpies  fting, 
Pois'ning  the  ftreams  whence  focial  plcafures  fpring. 

But  when  the  noble  lovc  of  human  kind, 
And  virtuous  pride  direds  the  adlive  mind  ; 
To  feck  thro'  guiitlefs  pathi  an  honeft  fame, 
And  raife  the  fplendor  of  a  drooping  name ; 
On  fuch  purfuits  indulgent  heav'n  will  fmile. 
And  with  fuccefs  and  honor  crown  the  toil. 
Such  then  be  thine,   and  only  fuch  the  fpring, 
Whence  all  thy  adiions  plume  their  ardent  wing. 
Blame  not  the  franknefs  of  a  candid  Mufe, 
Thy  mind  tho'  fpotlefs— yet  will  not  rcfufc 
The  precepts  offer'd  from  a  female  voice, 
Tho'  weak  our  judgments,  fome  times  right  our  choice; 


Mine 
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Mine  is  an  Iioncfi:  Mufe,   no  fludied  art 
Pollutes  the  theme  that  iffues  from  the  heart : 
Learning  might  clothe  the  Maid  in  fplendid  drefs, 
But  might  not  more  the  heart-felt  wifh  exprcfs ; 
Deign  to  fubmit  to  Friendiiiip's  gentle  fway, 
As  her  firft-fruits  accept  this  humble  lay. 
Command  each  fervice  her  wide  pow'rs  contain, 
So  fhall  my  heart  its  anxious  wifli  obtain  ; 
May  all  your  efforts  with  fuccefs  abound, 
And  life's  laft  ftage  with  felf-applaufe  be  crown'd. 

The    Reconcilement. 

X    HE   world  and  I  have  long  contending  been ; 
Experience  taught  by  many  a  painful  fcene, 
At  length  has  made  the  foolifli  wranglers  friends, 
And  fruitlefs  ftrife  tho'  undecided  ends. 

Hope  led  me  on,   in  fearch  of  blifs  below, 
All  feck,  but  none  her  habitation  know. 


I  fought 


C     ^H     1 
I  fought  in  vain,  a  broken  reed  I  found, 
And  oft  a  fpcar  which  gave  a  deadly  wound : 
On  its  envcnom'd  point,  Peace  bleeding  lay, 
And  Hope  expired  beneath  its  baleful  ray. 
The  eaufe  to  learn,   I  fought  with  care  to  find, 
The  endlefs  mazes  of  the  human  mind  ; 
Pale  Difappointment  o'er  each  wifh  prevail'd. 
Nor  e'en  the  force  of  Virtue  once  avail'd. 
In  vain  each  effort  kindnefs  could  fuggeft, 
Confpir'd  to  wooe  fweet  Friendfhip  to  my  breaft  ; 
Beneath  her  fmiles  fne  bore  a  poifon'd  dart, 
With  black  Ingratitude  it  fmote  my  heart. 
In  vain  I  try'd  to  keep  my  little  ftore 
Of  earthly  wealth,   nor  felt  a  wifh  for  more  ; 
Save  on  the  throbbing  bofom  to  beftow, 
That  peace  and  fuccour  which  I  ne'er  muft  know. 
But  crouding  ills  the  fiender  tenure  broke. 
And  hard  injuftice  fix'd  her  galling  yoke. 
I  wearied  heavn  inceffantly  to  fpare 
My  Parents  fondnefs  to  my  ardent  pray'r, 


But 
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But  with  thenij   peace,  protedion,  comfort  fled. 
And  ceafclefs  thunders  burft  upon  my  head. 
Long  time  I  flruggrd  to  efcapc  the  florm, 
By  cv'ry  effort  guiltlefs  thought  could  form, 
But  ah,  in  vain  !  relentlefs  fate  purfu'd, 
And  wrongs  repeated,  evVy  pang  renew'd. 
And  when  I  thought  to  reach  a  place  of  refl:. 
The  raging  billows  fmote  my  fainting  breafl ; 
Impetuous  hurl'd  me  on  a  defcrt  fhore, 
Nor  path  or  fhelter  could  my  eye  explore. 

Where  then  to  find,  beneath  a  threat'nino;  fkv, 
A  refuge,    where  my  harrals'd  foul  can  fly  ? 
Where  I  can  wait  the  kind  approach  of  Death, 
And  to  the  hand  that  gave,   rcfign  my  breath  ? 
Heav'n  knows  I  fought  but  needful  comfort  here, 
A  kindred  heart  to  footh  each  anxious  care. 
To  pafs  in  calm  retirement  my  days. 
And  form  each  adion  to  Jehova's  praife : 


Bat 
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But  now  no  wifli  remains,   the  confliA's  paft, 
And  in  the  o;ame  of  life  mv  die  is  cafl : 
Its  joys  have  now  no  charms,   its  woes  no  fting, 
To  move  a  foul  already  on  the  v/ing  : 
Eager  to  reach  thofe  regions  of  the  bleft, 
Where  injury  ceafes,  and  the  weary  reft. 

An  Epistle  to  the  Author,  by  Lieutenant 
Charles  Henry  S.  on  his  Departure  to 
the  East-Indies. 

Yon  tow'ring  bark  with  fwelling  fails, 

Muft  bear  me  to  the  Eaftern  gales ; 

Alexis  now,  with  grief  attends, 

Alas  !   he  quits  his  much-lov'd  friends. 

With  pcnfive  ftep  he  treads  the  ftrand. 

The  guardian  of  fair  Albion's  land. 

To  you,   dear  friend,   with  blcffings  crown'd. 

And  pleafures  endlefs  in  their  round; 

Whofc  parents  tei.d^r,   friends  fincere, 

Mark  with  new  joy,  each  circling  year  ; 

How 
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How  well  fhould  my  weak  pen  difplay, 

To  paint  my  pangs  this  fatal  day. 

To  Albion's  fertile  plains  adieu  ! 
Her  rural  fcencs  for  ever  new  ; 
Her  hills,   her  vales,   her  cooling  ftreams, 
Which  ever  were  my  fav'rite  themes : 
From  mofs  rob'd  oaks,  and  friendly  fliades, 
From  artlefs  fwains  and  village  maids ; 
And  from  the  friend  of  fenfe  rcfin'd, 
With  talents  s^cat,   and  gen'rous  mind: 
Defcrving  of  an  early  fame, 
And  ev'ry  Mufe  to  hail  her  name. 

To  fuch,  alas!   I  bid  adieu, 
Britain,   Alexis  flies  from  you  ! 
Stern  fate  compels  to  quit  thy  fliore, 
Perhaps  to  view  thy  cliffs  no  more  ; 
No  more  in  peace  to  pafs  the  day, 
And  join  the  dance  or  fcftive  lay  i 

F  f  No 
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No  more  to  jQiare  the  rapt'rous  hour, 
Reiign'd  to  Friendihip's  foothing  powV. 
Oh  !   Hope  in  pity  lead  me  thro' 
The  fcenes  of  future  woe  in  view ; 
Defcend  with  foothing  influence  o'er 
My  fultry  march,  or  rocky  fhore  : 
On  downy  pinions  wing  the  toil^ 
At  leaving  Britain's  darling  ifle. 
Int'reft  may  urge,   but  Fame  fnall  lead. 
For  her  alone,   my  veins  fnall  bleed  ; 
Bkil,   if  each  fpicy  gale  could  bear 
The  wifh  of  Love,  and  Friendfliip  there. 

But  anxious  cares  muit  cloud  the  fccne, 
Too  dark  for  Hope  to  intervene ; 
Rememb'rance  will  my  toils  attend. 
And  paint  each  lov'd,   each  anxious  friend. 
Sad  thought,   Phiiofophy  oh  !  fay, 
Teach  me  to  chace  thefc  pangs  away .; 


Teach 
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Teach  me  to  bear,  or  cafe  my  mind, 

Of  racks  and  tortures  in  their  kind. 

Severer  far  than  thofe  that  part 

The  vital  fprings  that  move  the  heart; 

Anguifh  'till  now,   ne'er  reign'd  with  powV, 

Gcr  me,  or  my  fad  thoughtful  hour. 

But,    fay  Ambition's  flaves,  oh  I   fay. 

Say  can  I  quit  you  in  my  lay  ? 

Sordid,  unfeeling  other's  woe. 

Gold  is  the  only  God  ye  know  : 

Defcrve  ye  not  my  keeneft  pen, 

Ye  fons  of  darknefs,   form'd  like  men  ? 

For  you  I  quit  my  native  land. 

To  tread  a  foreign  hoftile  ftrand. 

Oh  !  when  amidft  the  burning  day, 

Reclin'd  with  wearied  limbs  I  lay  -, 

Fatigu'd  with  war,  or  worfe  with  thought 

Of  fad  experience  dearly  boupht. 

And  fee  each  friend,   ideal  fee, 

Detefting  you,  and  pitying  me ; 

F  f  2  Shall 
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Shall  I  forbear  to  wifli  your  name, 
Dcbas'd  from  ev'ry  height  of  fame  ? 
No,   fcorn'd  be  thofc  whofe  blifs  depends 
On  fordid  deeds,  and  impious  ends. 
Down,    fwelling  heart,   vvafte  not  this  hour, 
Sacred  to  Friendfhip's  heav'nly  pow'r. 

To  you,  my  faithful  friend,   to  you. 
Fain  would  the  Mufe  devote  your  due. 
Oh  may  thy  bofom  ever  find. 
The  pureft  blifs  of  human  kind: 
May  guardian  peace  furround  your  dome. 
Nor  adverfe  fortune  uro-e  from  home  ; 
Each  ftep  of  life,  foft  may  it  glide, 
And  bleflings  teem  on  ev'ry  fide ; 
So  iTiall  you  never  forrow  know, 
Nor  want  a  friend,  or  meet  a  foe. 
But  fail  thro'  life  with  o;ales  ferene, 
Nor  fqualls  of  ill  fliall  intervene ; 
But  gentle  as  the  evening-  breeze, 
All  fhall  be  love,   content,   and  eafe. 


Defift 
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Defift,   my  Mufe,  and  mull  I  go  ? 

Break,    fwelling  heart,   the  tear  muft  flow : 

Alexis  muft  obey,  ftern  Fortune's  call ; 

Alexis  muft,   muft  quit  his  all, 

His  friends — the  vefTel  fails,   adieu  ! 

And  Albion's  fnow- white  cliffs,  to  you 

My  gazing  eyes  fhall  reft  on  thee, 

'Till  buried  in  thy  neighbour  fea : 

And  landed  on  an  Eaftern  fhore, 

When  my  fad  Mufe  can  fing  no  more ; 

To  Britain's  fair,   for  ever  true, 

My  fighs  devoted  as  their  due  ; 

And  one  fad  figh,   my  Country,  be  to  you» 


1 
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Lines  addrefled  by  an  unknown  Hand  to  the 
Author,  on  Reading  her  Verses  to  Mifs 
^  and  feveral  other  Pieces. 

yy  HOE'ER  thou  art,  dear  Maid,  whofc  lines  impart, 
At  once  delight  and  wifdom  to  the  heart ; 

Oh! 
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Oh  !   deign  to  liilen,   while  my  pen  reveals, 

7'he  new-born  tranrports  which  my  bofom  feels; 

While  with  furprife  I  thro'  thy  numbers  trace, 

A  charm  more  lafting  than  a  lovely  face ; 

A  mind  adorn'd  with  each  unfading  grace. 

For  in  this  fhamelefs  age  amaz'd  I  fee, 

The  Roman  Marcia  live  again  in  thee,. 

Soho's  dePcroying  Prieftefs  *  never  taught, 

Precepts  like  thofe  with  which  thy  verfe  is  fraught, 

Where  genius,  learning,  dove-ey'd  pity  join, 

To  prove  thy  faultlefs  nature  all  divine. 

Oh!   would  each  giddy,   each  miPcaken  fair, 

But  cultivate  her  mind  with  half  thy  care, 

And  follow  Reafon's  laws,   flic  then  would  fee. 

Men  ne'er  would  change,  were  women  all  like  thee. 

With  fuch  a  gem  to  fill  our  raptur'd  arms, 

We'd  fpurn  the  meteor  blaze  of  Fortune's  charms ; 

Ne'er  fhould  we  through  falfe  Pleafure's  mazes  roam. 

Could  we  but  find  more  folid  blifs  at  home  : 


*  Mrs.   Cornely'j,    famous  for  condudling  Mafqucradcs,    and   other  Meetings   of 
Gallantry. 

A  faithful. 
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A  faithful  part'ner  would  each  wifli  engage. 
Check  e'en  the  fure  approach  of  hoary  age, 
Blunt  forrow's  keeneft  pang,  our  joys  encreafe. 
And  but  with  life  our  heav'n-born  raptures  ceafe. 

Come,  all  ye  various  wretches  fate  has  made. 
Unite  with  me  to  blefs  this  gen'rous  maid ; 
Invoke  hcav'ns  favour  on  this  gen'ral  friend, 
May  it  her  heart  from  ev'ry  pang  defend  ; 
And  guard  the  breaft  where  fuch  rare  virtues  grow, 
Since  pure  the  fource  from  whence  fuch  feelings  flow ; 
Blefs  her  with  health,   and  grant  her  mutual  love. 
Anticipate  below,  her  blifs  above  ; 
Let  boundlefs  fondnefs  all  her  joys  compleat, 
For  fure  to  love,   a  heart  like  her's  muft  beat : 
Beyond  Misfortune's  reach  her  dwelling  be. 
From  danger  fafe,   and  ev'ry  forrow  free  : 
And  may  all  thofe  who  follov/  Virtue's  laws, 
Meet  with  a  pen  like  her's  to  plead  their  caufc : 


For 
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For  furc  the  moft  obdurate  heart  muft  melt. 

At 

woes  thus  told,    tho'  fiich  it  never  felt : 

Even  loidid  breafts  muft  ufelefs  pity  yield, 

For  never  pen  did  greater  povv'r  wield. 

On  you,  dear  Maid,   may  evVy  blefling  walt^ 
May  no  dark  moments  hover  o'er  your  fate  ; 
May  facred  Friendfhipi  pour  its  healing  balm, 
And  Love  return'd,  your  doubting  bofom  calm* 
And  may  the  happy  youth,  whoe'er  he  be. 
Admire  and  venerate  thy  mind  like  me ; 
Enamour'd  gaze  upon  thy  matchlcfs  v/orth, 
Whofe  bloom  (hall  live,  when  Beauty  fades  in  earth : 
With  rapture  clafp  thee  to  his  grateful  heart, 
And  never,  never  from  fuch  worth  depart : 
Who  wounds  thy  peace,  may  he  to  wilds  be  giv'n^ 
Outcaft  of  men,   and  mark  of  angry  heav'n. 
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